Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 




■^ r •■.;•■ / 



. * 



THE 

PLEASURES 




or 



NATURE; 



* 

ORf 



THE CHARMS OF RURAL LIFE. 



WITH OTHER POEMS. 



BY 

D VVID CAREY. 



O Nature, huw in every charm supreme ! 
\\*bose votaiies feast on raptures ever new I 
O Tor the voire and fire of'scraphim, 
To ting thy glories with devotion due I 
Blest be the day I VapM the wrangling crew, 
Prom Pyrrho's maxe, and Epiruras' sty. 
And held high converse with the godlike few, 
Who to th' cnraptur'd heart, and ear, and eye, 
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PREFACE. 



Bold is the striplings and unwise. 
On whom nor Fortune ever smii'cU 
Nor he MuK look'd ^nth partial eyes. 
Nor Science shed her day-spring mild. 

Who leares afar those walks, where, bom 
To love and peace, he usM to stray. 
And hail'd with many a hymn the mom. 
With many a vesper er'mng gr^ ; 

And, by romantic vision led. 
Far from those haunts, unknown to strife. 
Presumes, without a friend, to tread 
The rough, uneven path of life ; 



i^ PREFACE. 

And in the daring of his mind, 

Though Wealth,nor Power,nor Science smile^ 

No guide, no patron seeks to find. 

But artless Nature all the while. 

Him should the thirst of glory lead, 
The Minstrels' calling to essay. 
Who will not mock his rural reed? 
Who will not scorn his simple lay ? . 

Tet go, effusions of the heart ! 
Go forth, O ye of Nature bom! 
Virtue and Truth need fear no dart. 
Launched by the hand of Pride or Scorn. 

The parent thus, to wander wide. 
Resigns the darling of his years. 
With all a father's doting pride. 
With all a father's tender fearsr 
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PREFACE. 

** Then go;" methinks 1 hear him say, 
** If thine true merit to possess. 
For thee shall Honour twine the bay. 
And joy thy father's heart shall bless. 

* * But if thy breast for their abode 
No virtues chuse, but passions wild, 
I'll bless the hand that wields the rod, 
And punishes to mend my child." 

London. 
May 2f , 180S. 
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PLEASURES OF NATURE; 



OR, THE 



CHARMS OF RURAL LIFE. 



PART L 

1 

-N ATURE^ thy charms let other men forego; 
Thy paths of peace^ enamePd all with flowers; 
Thy greenwoods gay, where sweetest warblings flow; 
Thy wild walks, where the misty mountain towers; 
And hie to where the cloud of battle lowers. 
And Havoc, purple wing*d, o*ershades the path : 
In Glory's wild pursuit strain all their powers. 
And chace the phantom to the gates of Death ; 
What time Ambition pours the vial of her wrath t 
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-MeanncM of coart flattery* 



2 
Or dance attendance at the proud divan. 
And, prostrate, at the feet of Fortune fall : 
For man will worship thus his fellow man. 
And lick the dust^ and at his footstool crawl : 
Will, when the hopes of gain his soul enthral. 
Nor scorn to fawn, to flatter, or betray 5 
But stifle in his breast the tender call 
Of Conscience, and with flowers bestrew the way 
That leads to endless woe, and darkness and dismay. 

3 

O ! is there. Nature, in thy widest range. 

That boasts the breath of life from gracious Heav*n, 

And man*s similitude, that would exchange 

Thy pure delights, for all that wealth has given ? 

From the bright train that gems the brow of Even, 

His gaze averting, far away could start. 

To watch and worship, by wild passions driven. 

Their image glittering near a villain's heart. 

And tread, with such, the rounds of infamy and art ? 
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DeteiUtion of a verial chiracter. 



4 
If ^uch there be— > though Fortune lovee tofiing, 
Where'er he roves^ the sunshine of her smile; 
^Though his be many a title^ many a string. 
And his the wreath that crowns the warrior's toil ; 
O never, never, let the Muse defile 
Her virgin purity, and bow the knee. 
And with her incense cloud the shrine of Gruilc> 
Too prodigal of immortality. 
But stampt her stigma deep*--etemal Infamy ! 

5 
For me — when I this primrose path resign. 
Round which the balmy-breathing south wind plays; 
Where the wild bees their honied sweets refine. 
And murmur soft their little fairy lays : 
When with a lover's eye I cease to gaze 
On Nature's charms,- though rob'd in simple stole. 
For Pomp, for Honour's meretricious blaze. 
May Joy desert the Seasons as they roll. 
And Pleasure ever be a stranger to my soul ! 
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^^ - ^^^ 

Morning walk in Spting. 

6 

When buxom Spring leads on the laughing hours, 
A victor in bb turn, with garlands crown'd. 
And twines his wreath of odorifrous flowers. 
In every green and humid grove around; 
While on the rapt ear bursts the choral sound 
Of melody, pour d from unnumbered throats. 
As Zephyr wafts far o*er the dewy ground. 
By distance mellowed, the mellifluent notes 
Of Shepherd horn, that in the morning breezes floats ; 

7 

. At that sweet hour of prime, let it be mine. 
From pure, refreshing slumbers to awake. 
And spurn the couch of Indolence supine. 
Whose blood still boils, whose temples ever ache 5 
The damps, the dreams, that stupify, forsake. 
And tread with rosy Health the dews of mom. 
The spicy gale, that wafts perfume, partake. 
Or breathe the fragrance of the blossom'd thorn. 
Or list the vernal airs that in each breeze are bori^f: 



PLEASURES OP NATURE. 



The davrn-^Moming occnpationt. 
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To Nature's beauties feelingly alive^ 
Or^ be it mine to scale the green hilFs side. 
While yet the day and night for empire strive. 
And mark the bright-hair*d Sun rise to decide 
The doubtful strife, and scattering far and wide 
The envious shades that would dominion hold. 
Still pour of light th' unconquerable tide. 
As up the skies his flaming car b roll'd. 
That tips the mountain tops with imitative goM. 

9 

Mark how the virgin Lilies of the vale 

Delight to flaunt it in the sunny beam. 
And on the bank their fragrant soul exhale. 
And bend to kiss the softly-lapsing stream ; 
How fair the sky-woven purple Violets seem. 
Washed in the tears that Morning loves to shed^, 
Nor once the modest, humble Cowslips deera. 
Unworthy of remark, as soft they spread 
Th^r bosoms to the ray, and cups of glgwing red. 
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And then^ what luxury of Uiss to hear 

The Blackbird's song, that melts along the grove; 

The tiny pipe of Linnet warbling clear; 

The bleat of Lainbs> and voice of cooing Dove ! 

The Sky-lark's carrol^ as he soars above> 

And leaves the woodmoss for his airy round 3 

The merry Milkmaid's madrigals^ that prove 

A heart where love and innocence abound^ 

True to each vernal sight, true to each vernal sound. 

11 
Thence, borne aloft on Fancy's wing of fire. 
Think what far realms in Nature's smile rejoice; 
Think how the glad Lapponiau smites his lyre> 
Rude harping in the hamlet of his choice. 
And, giving all his heart, he tunes his voice 
To themes where Nature lives along the line. 
Now roams in thought, where the gaunt wolf annoys. 
Now in his oaiy shallop laves the brine. 
That her he loves may smile, and m his trophies shine. 
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At last> behold the Emanation break 
With dazlmg brightness on th* astonished eye; 
And firsts *tis seen with purple light to streak 
Yon frozen mass^ that mingles with the sky : 
Sudden, the mazy streams disdain to lie 
InH^vei now the wizzard spell is broke; 
Oice more are heard the tones of harmony^ 
Warbling, where garlands bind the knotted oak. 
And v^rdurespringsonce more todothe the naked rock. 

« 

13 

A joy that wakes the pulses of his heart. 

As sudden bids the native leave his shed. 

And on the rapid wings of Love depart ; 

Lo ! o*er the ice his rein deer drag the sled 

With feet of wind> his fancy highly fed 

With the delicious banquet of her charms; 

Ev*n now, by rapt anticipation led. 

He thinks he fondly folds her in his arms ^ 

Mean^ile he sings the joy that all his bosom warms. 



10 PLEASURES OF NATURE. 

Laplander's tong. 

14 
" My Rein Deer \ ye that from the desert came^ 
Now give your airy spirits to the wind. 
The father of the tempest you shall shame^ 
The lightning's lag^ng pinion leave behind; 
My Annea*s hands with flowers your brows shall bind^ 
If, ere the night, we reach her blest abode. 
Then, swift as thoughts* fleet passage o'er the mind^ 
Scour, viewless, our immeasurable road. 
For day is shorty and short the way we yet have trod. 

15 
*' And, lo ! the valleys fade upon the sight ! 
Unheard, now, is the icy torrent's roar. 
The Hill of Storms sinks, like his ghosts, in night. 
And the brown forest now is seen no more. 
Soon, soon, our amVous journey shall be o'er. 
The coursers of the sun, to drink the dew 
Shall not descend 3 nor my deer tire, before 
They give my Annea's beauties to my view. 
And, on her snowy breast, I bid the world adieu." 
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View of Britain— it« advantages— The plough-boy. 



16 
But, chief to thee, dear native land ! the Power 
That gives the rural rdgn, with all its joy. 
Unveils his face divine, and loves to shower 
His bounties in thy lap, that never cloy; 
Bounties perennial, and without alloy: 
Thine the soft-stealing Spring, so sweetly mild ! 
Thine are the Summer suns, that ne*er annoy. 
The temp'rate wint'ry hours, that Nature's child,. 
Pond of her changeful face, welcomes with rapture wild * 

17 
In yonder fields, the plough-boy urges, gay. 

The shining share, and oft, with mellow tone> 

Wild warbles to his team the roundelay. 

That tells of simple pleasures all hb own. 

And many a transport, felt by him alone; 

When Love impels his steps across the glade. 

When all the labours of the day are done. 

And brbk he hies to meet the blooming maid. 

To whom his vows were given beneath the hawthorn shade. 
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Veriul pFOipcct.— Man, hie blcuiogs. 

18 
There the fair rainbow long has blushing sbone^ 
Blushing to front the sun*s all-piercing eye; 
Lo ! now she binds^ with many-colour*d zone^ 
The hill^ that hides its summit in the sky } 
Now quenches in the wave her sanguine dye. 
Here flits the Butterfly along the lawn^ 
Careless how swift the happy moments flyy 
One day of shunshine all its little span 3 
How just an emblem of her brother insect-— Man! 

Fair is his mOrnx>f life — and gay with smile s 



For him the sun with cloudless lustre shines^ 
The clouds drop fatness — the bee yields her spoils; 
Deep redden on the hill the bloomy vines 5 
Around his bower her arms the Myrtle twines. 
The musk rose breathes its essence on the gale. 
The diamond, brilliant, sparkles in the mines. 
The milk-white hawthorn flowers adown the vale,,. 
Andwild thyme clothes the steep,andwinds along the dm 
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HftfpiatM of childhood.— Manhood, its carts. 
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Awhile he wanders wild \^ith pleasure's wind^ 
Awhile he basks delighted in the ray ) ^ 

His the light hearty and his the vacant mind. 
That knows no }cry, no care beyond to day. 
Child of an hour ! be innocent, be gay 5 
Ah ! why should foresight shroud thy hopes in night ! 
On seraph wings thou soon shalt burst away. 
To share incomprehensible delight. 
Floating amid the noon of uncreated light. 

. 21 
True! — grief may come with chilling influence. 
In riper years, and quench the golden gleam > 
And scenes of woe may rise upon his sense. 
That Fancy loves to banish from her dream) 
The friend that shar*d his counsel and esteem. 
May with ingratitude his love requite 5 
Fair fortune suddenly withdraw its beam. 
And the grave snatch his bosom's sole delight. 
The angel who could charm amid the deepest night. 
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Consolation springing from a religious hope. — Summer. 

22 
But north* Ingrate's sharp poiniard^barb'd with scorn. 
With all that disappointment can inspire j 
Mor the cold damps of death, or grave forlorn. 
Shall ever quench that spark of heavenly fire 
That warms his heart, and shall, when suns expire. 
And planets cease to dart their mingled rays. 
New splendour, a(t the fount of light acquire. 
(So Nature, so the God of Nature says,) 
And shine for ever therewith undiminished blaze. 

23 
In such pursuits, pleasM, would I pass the time. 
Till, from the chambers of the sun, implor*d 
To give the glorious day in all its prime. 
Lord of the eagle eye, and Nature's lord. 
Summer stept forth. The golden age restored. 
And realiz'd each scene the poet feigns 5 
When every grove can such delights afford. 
As blest in days of yore Arcadian plains. 
No heart, I ween, has he, that far away remains. 
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Solitode — Noonday. 
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Ah! then^ through woodland haunts mjvrzy sYoM lead. 
Where umbrage dun o*ercanopies the rill 
T6at wanders, nameless, o*er the long drawn mead. 
And loves its hermit path beyond the hill. 
My morning and my ev'ning service still 
To Heav*n shall rise, uncheckVl by guilt or fears^ 
While, innocently, there I rove at will. 
And on my brow the laurel crown appears, 
Dy*d in no brothers blood, wet with noorpban*s tears. 

25 
"Us noon — the vertic sun intensely glows— 
To leafy shades I hie, where careless thrown 
On meads of fairest Asphodel, Repose 
My head shall pillow with the cygnefs down. 
And in forgetfulness my sorrows drown. 
What time she comes, borne on the whistling wind. 
To hover round the spot she calls her own. 
With healing in her wings, and o*er my mind 
Sheds joys my spirit loves, dreams of nocommon kind! 
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Apostrophe to the Genias of the place. 

26 

O, more than mortal far — to whom *tis giyexs 
These wild> these awful solitudes to keep ^ 
Whose path is on the viewless winds of heav«n> 
Whose throne looks proudly o'er yon cloudy steepv 
To robe whose fane the ivy tendrils creep 
'Mid every sacred gn>ve> in green array j 
Lauding whose name^ in many a sounding sweep^ 
The zephyrs labour ail the live-long day, 
Whosepraise^whosewatcrstell^softastheywindawayi 

Genius benign ! forgive a stranger rude. 
Who comes to watch, to wonder^ and adore. 
And pardon, if his vagrant foot intrude. 
Where never mortal dar'd intrude before, 
O, may I, blameless, your retreats explore I 
So full of beauty, or so darkly grand : 
Xist to your cataracts* deep and solemn roar; 
Or mark the Crocus on their banks expand. 
Sleep to EoU^airs^ or list their pauses bland. ' 
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A wish. — Address to the Deity. 
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Then take to thy dominions, stretch*d immense^ 
Power of the eye of fire, and brow benign ! 
Nature's enthusiast^ who with innocence 
Would pierce your shades, to worship at her shrine. 
And there be his, while the resounding pine 
Bend3 o'er the mountain's side, at Zephyr's call. 
Fancy to woo in bowers of eglantine. 

And soar above all sublunary thrall 

Beyond the narrow bounds of this terrestrial ball. 



29 
The courts of heav'n lie open to the sight- 
O thou, th' Eternal, Universal Sire, 



At whose command the nations sprung to light. 
At whose dread frown they tremble and expire; 
How great art thou, how dreadful is thy ire ! 
Thy works how great, how great thy mercies are ! 
Who hast vouchsaf'd a portion of thy fire. 
Who view'st with cordial looks our little sphere. 
And deign'st to bless and make the reptile man thy care 

c 
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. Agalmt pr«tnnpCtoii in flnn. 

30 

But shall mortality attempt to pierce 

Where, thron'd in the pavilion of the sky. 

Dwells the Creator of the universe. 

Whom ne*er the broad eyes of the morn desciy.— 

O man, presume not to aspire so high. 

Though, at thy mandate, sijfppliant kingdoms bow^ 

But cast thy crown and cast thy sceptre by. 

And bend the knee of adoration low. 

And kiss thy parent earth in reverential show. 

31 
Ag^n he strays those sylvan scenes among. 
Where flocks are seen to clothe the mountain's brow. 
Where sits the shepherdess, and chants her song. 
To village swain, responsive from below. 
Hark, late the sounds were melancholy slow. 
And every zephyr sigh'd its soul away; 
But, brisk -and animated, now they flow. 
The valley laughs, and all around is gay 5 
Love, love is all the theme, and breathes in every lay. 
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PopoUr ain in ScotUad. 
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Ah^ strains bdov'd ! full sweetly did ye glide. 
And smooth^ as Yarrow*s waters, which ye sung ; 
Methinks I hear ye still, '* Arise, my bride ! 
Arise, and from these banks, in sorrow hung, 
Let us depart 3 where, late, in mirth you sung, 
Pulling the tender Hrch, and gathering dew: 
But, ah ! on Yarrow's banks in sadness flung. 
Thou pourest forth thy soul in sorrow true. 
Mourning the bloody deed that I shall ever rue*." 

33 
Why, Yarrow, is thy stream of Ty rian dye ? 
Why, on thy banks, is heard the voice of woe ? 
To whombelodg those blood-stain*d garments nigh. 
Hung on thy birch, and waving to and fro? 
Why is the lily, erst as white as snow, 
On thy green margin, rob'd in crimson guise? 
And whose the form that, on thy dark-red How, 
Unshrouded floats, ah.! never more to rise? 
Though beautyweepsfor him^nd severed friendship sighs. 

* S«c the beautifal Scotch ballad of the /' Braes of Yanow," by 
W. HaQiiltOD9 Eiq. of Bangor. 
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Episode of icbt lovers of Yarrow. 

34 
Long must they sigh, and drop the tender tear^. 
Nor ever prove a respite to their pain 5 
For she hath lost a lover, lover dear. 
And he the Yarrow's blooming pride hath slain. 
From every eye let showers of pity rain. 
To wash his wounds, and face so ghastly pale ! 
Then wrap his limbs in weeds of mourning grain. 
And lay him in the daisy-scented vale; 
Therestrew the budding rose, and there hisfate bewaiL 

35 
" Fair was the youth to whom thy maiden vows 
Were given j he well thy flow'ry fetters bore 5 
Yet, though thy love might blossom like the rose, 
Than me he never, never lov*d thee more: 
His loss then cease, thus sadly, to deplore. 
And let me lead thee fairer meads among j 
I'll braid thy locks with many a sweeter flower. 
Where Tweed is seen to wind the vales along. 
Responsive to thie thrush or lark's melodious song." 
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Tbeir itory continatd* 

36 
** How can I leave> for scenes of joy^ the niead> 
Where he who has my hearty is lowly bid ? 
How can I love him on the banks of Tweedy 
Who slew my love where Yarrow laves the glade ? 
O Yarrow-fields, may all your flowerets fade. 
And never genial dew or summer rain 
Awake the blossoms in your bowery shade. 
To breathe their fragrance on the breeze again. 
For in your green-wood shadesmy love was basely slain. 

37 
** Still blushes on thy spear my lover*s blood; 

How can'st thou, barb'rous man, then seek my love ! 

My happy sbters may, in scornful mood. 

Bid me his cold clay clasp, in yonder grove; 

My father may with cruel taunts reprove. 

May make me tremble at his stem control ; 

My brother try, with threat*ning words to move. 

But ne*er shall change the purpose of my soul; 

Never to wed with thee, thou man of slaughter foul.** 
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Beaatiful aimplicity of Scotch national mnsic. 

38 
To livelier aire these sounds of woe give place ; 
Of Endermay, perchance^the strains may tell: 
Fair fields, where summer ^nes with softened grace> 
Where richer falls the dew adown. the vale; 
Where sweeter fragrance scents the evening gale; 
The sky-lark there his eaiiiest matin trills. 
And there the lover tells bis tenderest tale j 
When Silence keeps her watch on all the hills> 
And on the front of heav'n.her horn the wan moon fills. 

To Nature true, still do the. numbere glide^ 

Still does the shej^erd chaunt them o'er with gleei 

O Marion, wiU you go, at ev'ning tide. 

And drive the tender lambs across the lea^ 

And milk the ewes, and pen the fold with me : 

The sun shines sweet, my love, on fields of dew. 

But, ah ! he dimly shines, compar*d to thee : 

Thy lips are rosebuds opening to the view, 

Thy cheek the vermeil shames, thy breast the lily's hue*. 

* See the Scotch song of *' Eew Buchts Marion." 
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Addrau to the aaiw— The aleve. 
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The sun descends— all-powerful king of day ! 

When thou ezcbangest these for other lands^ 

Who shares thy smile, who hails with joy thy ray? 

It is not he, mid Afric*8 burning sands; 

It is not he, whom the red scourge commands. 

Soon as thy splendour tremUes o'er the d^p> 

To leave> for labour and inglorious bands. 

The bed of rest, the couch of balmy sleep. 

On western isles who wakes, but only wakes to weep. 

41 
A little while! ah ! yet a little while! 
Dday to light him to his task of tears; 
Perchance he sleeps, and slumber may beguile 
His woes, and for a season chace his fears* 
Soft*ner of pain, lo ! Memory appears. 
Again to waft him to his native shore. 
And give him back the joys of other years. 
Sitting beneath the palm-tree's shade once more. 
Singing the songs qf old, and harping as of yore. 
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Against the slave-trade 

42 

The vision flies — he starts ! and sorrows pour. 

In dewy flood, from either streaming ejre j * 

And dark dreams oft, in desperation's hour. 

Give all his soul to maddening agony. 

Ah, see! Oppression lifts her scourge on high. 

In vain the morning sheds its rosy smile; 

No spicy gales for him a balm supply, . 

In vain for him the orange glads the soil. 

In vain the cane aflbrds the rapture of its spoil I 

43 
His brother (O, unworthy of the name) 
Unfeeling man! on thee hb curses fall. 
And thou, deep dipt in Nature's lasting shamey 
The murd'rer of his peace, deserv*st them all. 
Bloody destroyer! go, and at thy call. 
Thirsting like thee, let tigers proul for prey j 
The thunders burst, and livid deaths appal; 
The earthquakes scatter ruin and dismay. 
They will not equal thee, when gol4 alone bears sway. 
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Comforts that uncoUivatcd Natute is capable of inspiring. 

44 
Thou tread*st the wine-press, child of sorrow sad; 
Biit wrap thee in thy innocence secure. 
And start not thus, with indignation mad. 
For joys are thine that ever shall endure; 
Mem*ry is thine, and, O, 'tis soothing, sure I 
Thine too th* untutor'd hope, whose day-spring gleam» 
Athwart the night of grief, with radiance pure; 
Bom of the sun ! thou yet shalt bless his beams. 
In those enlightened fields, where all his glory stream*. 

End of Part I. 



TUB 



PLEASURES OF NATURE; 



on, THE 



CHARMS OF RURAL LIFE. 



THB 



PLEASURES OF NATURE; 



OR, THE 



CHARMS OF RURAL LIFE, 



PART II. 

1 

^ THOU who, midst thick darkness hold*st thy way, 
^ith whom weak Nature oft in vain has striven; 
Resistless Time I to whom, with sovereign sway, 
^0 rule the kindoms of the earth *tis given ; 
'^ose hand, fulfilling the behest of Heaven, 
Shall one day wreck the stars in wild uproar j 
Have any mark'd thee, on thv pathway, driven 
Along the deep, along the willowy shore? 
Or has the song delayed thee, or the sage's lore? 
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Swiftneu of Time.— A similie. 

2 
Unwearied as yon rolling orb above. 
Thou never, never, resting place dost know; 
Thy wing b of the plumage of the dove. 
And thine the feet of the wild, windy roe. 
Hence wam*d, vain man ! unthinking mortal, go. 
Go catch the fading glories ere they die; 
Already, see, they shine with soften'd glow. 
Lining with languid light th* autumnal sky. 
Whose valve8,unfoldmg,give them to thine ardent eye. 

3 
So have I seen the virgin's cheek turn pale. 
When love grew cold within her lover's breast; 
And, when he fled to pour the tender tale^ 
Warm, in the ear of one more highly blest; 
So have I seen her sink with grief opprest. 
Ah then, where fled those tints of rosy hue. 
That flush'd her cheek, in smiles for ever drest ? 
They fled — ^but she more interesting griew. 
The child of beauty still, and lovely to the view ! 
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PkaMTM of an mtaiinal view. 

4 
Speak thou^ to whom these guiltless feasts are dear, 
speak the joy in which thy soul is lost, 
^iien thy foot strays where golden fields appear, 
b in a billowy sea of plenty tost. 
The hymn of gratitude, that long engrossed 
liy mind, and swell'd it to seraphic strain, 
lises in incense sweet, to join the host, 
^Tho on heaY*n*s argent round, and star-paVd plain, 
lieir grateful anthems swell thro' Lore'setemal reign« 

5 
ly no false hope, by no false pride misled, 
Vmid the joys of peace, with frugal hand, 
'^Hien Spring with field-flowers all its borders spread, 
thy little glebe was sown in fairy land. 
Hie little schemes of happiness you planned 
^eed fear no more the blast of rude mischance, 
Man*s frail securities all duly scanned) 
rhe sickle pelds it to thy sated glance, 
knd independeocecomes, the rapture to enhance. 
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Comfort! of the indastrkHU matu-t-vAgaintt imaginary wants. 

■ 

6 
Thy red4ening 6i€hai4> too^ demands thy care. 
Mantling upon the yine-empuxprd hill. 
And blushing deep Hong the gay parterre. 
Where, on the sunny wall, the fruits distill. . 
There all the air with farewell sweets they fill» 
And shed their stores beneath Pomona*s eye; . 
And there the wild-b^e plies his labour still, . 
And there he loads with balm his little thigh. 
And reaps the honied meed that waits on industry. 

7 

O ! grieve not thou» though the Hesperian tree 

^ Sheds not its goldenshower, to bless thee there; 
Though not the draughts that give thy heart to glce^ 
From Hybla's hoard of sweets distilled werej 
Though of Panchaia's spoils thou boast'st no sharfe; 
Though the ambrosial nectar is denied > 
Or that the rose of Sharon's fields so fair. 
Gems not thy summer bower in beauty's pride, 
Adornxl but with anemonies, and dasies pied. 
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AgaiiHt pride aad amUtioiu 

- ■ ' -■ 

8 
What though thy dome^ on fretted columns rais'd^ 
Xowen not with kUe state^ sublime in air ? 
What though thou^ meteor like^ hast never blaz'd 
In fortune's or in fashion's giddy sphere? 
Scorn the false joy ! Such is but splendid care, 
*]?o him who thinks and feels with senses keen ; 
X^evees may bow, and venal crowds may stare. 
But real grandeur flies the hated scene. 
And Truth, first-bom of heav'n, and happiness serene. 

9 
Votery of Nature ! where is now thy v(ray ? 

Cleav*st thou oldOcean*s waters, lukewarm, bland ? 

And when the setting sunbeams idly play. 

With ineffectual light, along the strand. 

Still dost thou linger on his margin sand. 

To mark the panted vessel smoothly glide, 

Down by the borders of the sunny land. 

Its white sails glancing on the hoary tide. 

And does reflection to thy heart the moral guide? 

D 
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llocal refldctionak 



le 

Ah! tlMn^tthf h^ stMloquy wiU be, 
(In sooth, &;ofteh>0f)JeBv has beaimme) 
ThiM g^y dnQcrngfon lifes siunmer sea. 
The little bank of ipun es6aya to shine 5 
Thrice ha|>p)(:he wbo>ete thie glieani decline^ . 
Guided by a^twnn'rS kind' directing light. 
Anchors his.sktfr b^nealh the wibvifig pine. 
Where, througbthelongjdnggloom of winter'Jsnigbt, 
Tb^wii)uda>omenot1x) 8hock/thet)einpe9ts,toalFa|^ 

Would fate a hamlet^ sadi ^Ihts, bestow. 
To abi^ me fronl lihe wintry stormitof life^ 
The home of hapfiineBS, thou^ wiid^vtikb blow. 
The calm abode of pedce, though ills ai^ rifie. 
How like the yirtudus -man. Who, *niid- the strife! 
Of a sin-taint^ ^6rld, «nhiOT*d, can stand. 
Stand, though the assassin im the Uplifted' knife. 
Point the dire tube, or'huri the flaming brand. 
All, all is day, though Night her raven wing, expand ! 



ItoTftl hftppineu. 

IZ 

lere, on the mroesy seat that skirts the door^ 
eas'd, woald I sit, wbien ^f'mng falb serene, 
'hen reaper8> iM x^^ee and gekic Idne*^ 
'eave their fantaiftic c\ttUs4m the greeny 
irimmhag^ the mazej attendant onfi theit qneeti, 
ly yoQthd and nymphs in mirthfnl measures tread/ 
'hile, fitiiil on their sports, her (ilvef shdie' 
'^an Cynthia«ftreani8,and,from the moonlight glade, 
9eet Philomela pours her vesper sesrenade. 

13 
appy who closes thus life*s sabbath eve, 
'ho closes thus th^ holiday of age; 
or m his book of mein*ry caii perceive 
le thought, the dieed, whitih, blottihg the fair page, 
s in the stream of sorrow cotild ai^suage ; ' 
> horrors sinking Kitufe shall afBright, 
t fails the world h^k hatred 40 engage, 
id^ heaVn and gloty dawning on the sights 
le disembodied soul prepares to take its flight. 

* And the gay grmndsire, skiU'd in gestic lore. 

Has frisk'd beneath the burthen of threescsre. — Goldfmith. 
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Mature moct capable of pleasing in the earlier part of life. 

14 
This, thb is all the boon for which I pray; 
Would fate my prayers with kind acceptance bless ! 
The vision charm*d in childhood's vernal day. 
When life was luxur}' of happiness : 
And shall it draw the heart*warm wishes less^ 
When age shall blast y<mth*s transitory bloom. 
And twillight robe the view, in sombre dress. 
And Nature point the mansion of the' tornb^ 
Wherepleatimre>8tar-nghtsmile^llheverth«3etl^ 

15 
Goddess supreme ! thy pleasures most we prove. 
When age is far away, and life is ileWj 
Thy landscapes then, with ma^, draw our love 
Stronger ttian^ever moonlight prospect drew $ 
O, ere the vital frosts thy fire subdue^ 
Imagination I dare the flight of time. 
And waft me hence, and in thy fond review 
Of happier days, and raptures more sublime. 
Let me enjoy them still, and weave in careless rhime. 
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Youth free from care* 

O, it was sweety within my native vale. 

Ere fate with cruel blight the bliss pursu'd. 

To wander free from care, with peace to dwell, 

Stretch'd on the softest lap of solitude: 

Whither, when ev*ry plain and ev*ry wood 

Was in the garniture of spring arrayed. 

Or summer. pour*d of light and heat the flood. 

Meridian strong, till autunm bade it fade. 

Or winter came to shroud the view in deepest shade. 

17 
And blest those hours! those moments, ah how blest ! 

Wherein was first. Upon my infant mind, 

In never-dying characters impreia*d. 

The love of Nature, and her feasts refin'd : 

There to my soul, with influence soodiing, kind, 

Th* enthusiastic ardour oft would glide. 

As, mounted on the pinions of the wind^ 

Methought I saw immortal beings ride, ^ 

Unsheath thebeamy lance, and wave their banners wide. 
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The infant mind Batin«]ly romantic in its wishu. 



18 

Sweety too, to stray, at t;o-fall of the night. 
All where the woodman plies his evening lay, 
While^ first 'mcmg thosewho dip their skirts in light, 
Hesper, to lead^them on their pathless way, - 
Kindled his gem, his gem of jasper ray. 
Oft as I gaz'd^ where all those spangles blend 
Their blaze. Peace would inspire, and Nature say. 
Nor kenn*d.top. bright, nor indistinctly kenn*d^ 
TIto-ldVip of life woiftld I. thus inoffensive ^pend. 

a 

Daysof my infancy! and are ye fled ? 

And will ye never, never more return. 

To bid your light dreams hover round my head. 

And bid, in extacies, jny spirit burn ? 

O, why is life's romantic-colour'd nlorn 

So short, whep so propitious are its beams? 

We tread inchanted ground ! the Loves adorn 

The spot, and every hour with pleasure teems ! 

(pbl why does it evanish like its mid-day dreams ? 
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In climes wbere Etaa lifts hid head on high. 
Proud his hixniiant landscapes to survey. 
Where, nurs'd fa§neath th^ sunshine of his eye^ 
full many a blossom opens to the day. 
The traveller, thus, with spirits light and gay, 
.Ascends the steep array'd in smiliog green, 
.A»dy hymning all the while some careless lay, 
"Thinks not how soon the storm may intervene, 
•Aad the direifemon 4ow*r, to ravage all the scene. 

21 
O for the lieart that steel'd the Hebrew's breast} 
When in the panoply of faith He trod. 
When* Siim the supernal call <$onfess'd^ 
And conscious Nature, trembrmg, own'd her Grod! 
For, lo ! the flames Mve burst their dread abode, 
And lord it o*er the vineyard*8 blooming pride j 
Sulphureous ^pours blot heav*ns concave broad, 
A fiery dduge s\H«eps the mountain's side, 
And DcsolatiOA spteads her balbful banners widcf. 
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Man in bi« fine and happiest state. 

2? 
Take, Nature, take thb rebel heart away» 
Or pour submissive meekness o*er my mind. 
Such as impos'd, with sadly-pleasing sway. 
Obedience on the father ofroankind. 
What time he left fair Eden far bebind,^ 
And all its sweets, that nurs*d and taught- to blow. 
By hands unseen, their various charms combin*d-^ 
All lonely left theQi, for a world of woe $. . •' 

Ah me! where new^distresses every instant gprow-.'. . 

23 
O happy, liadst thou known thy happiness 1 
There grief ne'er robb*d the boson; ofats.ease, . . 
No joy was wanting that ^the heartoiight bless,. • 
No strain, no sweet, that Nature taught to please; ' 
No sounds of woe came wing*d upon the breeze, 
But all the live-long day the lay was love; 
And, when the moon faint gleam 'd among the trees. 
And Nature sought the balm of sleep to prove. 
The nightingale awo^e thef^choesof the grove. 
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Effects of die fftll. 
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24 

But now thou no where hast to lay thy head- 
Avenger of his guilt ! thine arm restrain^ 
Xn vain for mercy shall repentance plead ? 
Shall beauty sue with tears^ and sue in Tain ? 
Xf sorrows could have wash*d away their stain^ 
X ween the guilt long since had been no ftiore^ 
X^or had disease^ nor penury, nor pain 
^^Iix*d witk the spcHlsof Nature*s boundless store; 
^Korhadthis versebeeshearddiesemb'riesto deplore. 

25 
*7hose flowerSytbat strew'd my path, are faded quite, 
''rhose gleams of glory, tbat IHum*d mjr way 
^rewhile,ieave me to darkness and'to night* 
^so'erthewildeitiessof lifelstray; '' 

A pilgrim sad, on yonderuaked spray 
"Sorrow would prompt my rebeck shoi:dd be hung^ 
Whose warbled "Voice could- not prolong their stay. 
As to the piping winds of heav*n it rung, ' • 
Enamoor'd of its theme, and all its praiscis sung. 
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To be conscious of otuf pleMStHs is iMcesstf^ to enjoyment. 

- - -'■■■■■- •. ■■ I . 

Thus IsraeFs daughtersi Israel's sons^ would weepj 
As^ wandering sad where Babels waters pour'd. 
Remembrance came, their eyes in tears to ste^. 
And days of blifis, for ever.fled;[restor*d; 
Wherein the charter'd childr^ of the Lord 
Dwelt on his hill> andscann'd his sacred lore} 
Exird from all by the avenging sword, 
Tljey hung their harps on willows. by tha shore. 
Nor ever \rQvid they sing the sopgs of Zion more. 

Yet this were vain. What though the dream is fled ? 
Beam'd from the source of innocence, 'twas bright ! 
But reaspn first, and sense must lend their aid. 
His joys, his powers, to estimate aright. 
Ere man can taste the cup of true delight : 
Did heav'n bestow the gift of mind as free 
Upon the bird that, soaring, takes its flight 
Through fields of air, the child of liberty, 
Mor.e eaviak>le, sure, its fairy life would be ! 
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flappinMi a«t ceafiaei to mmo^ •f pl«M«i«i 
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28 

What thou^ the mead hath lost its flaming dye ? 
Though withered every scion in the vale? ' 
Xhough the dark tempest gathers in the sky, 
And the woods yield their honours to the gale ? 
"Xliat joy, amid such desert scenes^ cin dwd^ 
le sympathetic bosom ofit will find ; 
Lnd oft, with tears and tender accents, tell, 
lat happiness may be of pensive kind, 
^^\iid wvep^ and bles» the soft-captivity of mind. 

^^3ebold, on yonder height, *mid sunless groves, 
^VVIth Taste and Nature, studious, for bis guide, 
^^igh favour'd of the Nine, the Poet roves, 
Regardful of the landscape's sullen pride, 
^^bove the tempest's path that, wasting wide, 
%ad power to blot the sun, and vex the deep, 
3 see him stand, and, while the lightnings glide, 
fearless; the lyre of heav'n, I hear him sweep, ■ • 
lU)cking upon the blast^ and cradled on the steep. 
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Dcfcription of a tine poet.— Hit fondnets for the tublime. 

ao 

Him should you ask what joy such prospects bring] 
Ad 'mid the scenery he stands sublime^ 
Ah ! he will tell 3FOU, that the pride of spring, . 
Nor all the pomp of summer's flowery prime/ 
Nor all Hie walks in autumn's golden thne. 
Could lure him fiom these wastes, so still and holy 
Nor all the joys of fortune's fairer clime, 
Make him forego t-hat soft, sweet melancholy^ 
Hetastes amid thesehatiats, remotef romaoise aadlR 

31 
The momentary day is quickly past. 
And darkness gathers in the dewy dell — 
Companion of his night-watch on the waste. 
Who now shall catch the murmurs of his shell? 
Lord of the lyre of soul-commanding spell. 
Around thy head heav n's thousand glories shine. 
To light thy path, and to dread rapture swell 
Thy mind, that labours with the great design, 
Im mortal powers shall aid and bless with smile benigr 
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Tbe eAc« of dw flMue. 
32 

To pour the tide of song to distant time. 
Fraught with the spoils creation's range supplies, 
As winter stormy, and as heav*n sublime. 
And dreadful as the vengeance of the skies. 
To them who Truth and Nature's walks despise, 
Aad with the thirst of glory fir'd, or gain, 
A^ho on ambition's altars sacrifice. 
And bid the arm of murder dye the plain, 
^ Aod desolate the earth, and crimson all the main. 

33 

To brand the guilty wretch, in artful guise. 

And give to infamy his hated name ^ . 

A villain in the clothing of the skies<>— 

1^ hypocrite in friendship's holy flame 3 

The dignity of virtue to reclaim 3 

To hurl the thunder of the muse s ire. 
At those who, lost to honour, lost to shame, 
Quench in the sink of vice heav'n s latent firej 
Nor reverence the muse, nor venerate the lyre. 
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ESecU of «B«tticlnBrat to tbc muses. 
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34 

From the base>bT4>w the kuirel wreath to tear^ 

And round the head of iberit bid it bloom ; 

To dissipate the dark <keaiki8 of despair. 

And soothe lost Grenius^ sinkiiig to the tomb; 

To arm with fortitude to bear their doom. 

Whom want, and penur^^ and pain assaii 3 

To pierce their drear abode and melt the gloom. 

And chaceJfcheir supernumerary bale; 

And cheer the fatherlessyand still the widow's wail. 

35 
And what shall be thy guerdon here below ? 
The world will hate thee, and thy lot will be, 
Unaided, to sustain a- weight of Woe, 
The poor, ill-fated child of misery. 
Alone and melancholy, cold on thee 
The world's neglect shall fall, and quench thy flame; 
Or Envy's quiyer'd fiends, with shafts, that flee. 
To pierce the soul, shall take their deadly aim. 
And lay thee in the dust, and rob thee of thy fame. 
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Folly of tcckUig the pvoCecUoa and .pHUanafecf great me«. 



96 
deserti^ where no blofisoiti ever hUfw, 
r, wall the bee Ibr liquid balm retreat ? 
t^ sapient man, dHs vanity will do, 
ben noontide dreams his fevered fancy cheat; 
ho anchors in the fair looks of the Great; 
ho leans upon the friendship of mankind, 
ans on a reed that will his hopes defeat, 
id plant ten thousand daggers in the mind. 
I me ! a hii;ppier doom shall virtue never find? ■ 

37 
t those despair, what time existence pains, 

id skulk and seek a refuge in die grave^ 

ho never own'd a God. eternal reigns, ■■ 

* doubt his will, or doubt his power to save ; 

! thine to scorn the fetters that enslave 

le mind, and tdumph in thy doom severe ; 

bright reversion waits dM tntly hnve, 

peerless crown ii^ glory they shall wear, 

here winternever conies, nor sorrowprompts the tear. 



i 
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AddreM to Wiiiter.->Home-felc felicity. 



3a 

Stern Winter^ hail ! dread tyrant of the year ! 
Bleak blows thy blast the wither'd woods among; 
And fast comes on thy night of darkness drear^ 
Nighjt^ not deiightless, since to thee belong 
Mirth^ music^ love^ and jollity^ and song. 
Pleased with thy sports, I bid the day retire. 
And, happy as the sportive village throng. 
Trim gaily, on my hearth, the social fire. 
Nor heed the storms that blow and travel in their ire- 

39 
While my fenc*d cot excludes the rushing rain. 

And there each dear domestic bliss is found. 

How sweet to think the tempest beats in vain ! 

In vain the blasting whirlwinds sweep the ground; 

And when the shades of ev*ning close around. 

And cold and keen the blast of winter blows. 

What joy to sit and hear the woods resound ! 

Or sink into the arms of calm repose, 

Till dawns the boreal morn on hyperborean snows! 
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love and ictiiencst. 



40 

The nymphs^ in Blora's train, that wanton'd gay, 

h many a leafless grove and ruiii'd bower 

May moitfn their pride, theur pieasure^vept away. 

By the rude torrent in the dark, dark hoar} 

Par o'er the vale unheeded shall it pour, 

^nd gloomy clouds nnmonm'd bedark the sky, 

i^hile safe I dwell from all the storms that low^r, 

Knd Laura sits with looks of kindness> by; 

^nd Loveemplo3r8 his wile8,and breathes his softestsigh. 

41 
^ut when the spirit of the storm, in wrath, 
Strides the blast, and holds his dread career, 
\jrrests the traveller on his lonely path, 
Kad Laura mourns his fate, and sighs sincere; 
Be mine the pleasing task to lull each fear 
lo rest, ^d heav*nly confidence impart, ' 
t^ll on that lip, and on that bosom dear. 
And kiss away the tender tears that start. 
And gazeo*er all her charms, and presftthem to my^heart 

£ 
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■ Conjugal bappineat. 
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All hail> fond Love, first boon of luiiy*A«to man i-^ 
The sweet companion of his fallen hoor^ . 
Who cheerest of hit life the short-liv^d apan. 
And giy*st to Nature still to chann the power j 
'Tis thou that rob'st in beauty every flower 
That 8hed8> upon our vernal walk, delights 
Or fills with blossoms red our summer bower— 
Tis thou can*st charm, when these have urg*d their £ 
Grive pleasure to the day, and nature to the night 

43 

Spread, winter, spread thy shadows o*er the plain, 

Ride> fiends of darkness, ride the troubl'd air, . 

But spare the seaman tossing on the. main. 

Ah, spare him ! in the midnight watches spare! 

Here Hymen, trim thy lamp, devoid of qare. 

To brighten the obscurity profound; 

Let female worth thy fond attentions share^ 

And call thy smiling family around ; 

And bid the vocal roof the choral strain resound. 
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Winter'* evttting amoMmenu. 



44 
Perhaps some tale Tradition shall supply. 
Or classic page, where all the rausea ineet> 
That to the harp ftttun'd, with minstrelsy. 
Shall the loi^ tedious night of languor cheat } 
A tale of hapless love, that shall complete 
The souVs suhjeetion to the warUing wire i 
A tale of injvirM worth, that the fierce heat 
Of wrathful indifpation shall inspire, 
Ai)4 pet tb# crimson tide, that floods the heart, on fire. 

45 

Nor would the joy be small, the hours to waste 
W^ith meek-ey'd Truth, attempting there to scan 
^at little world of Nature in the breast; 
And read, nor vainly read, the volume— -Man. 
Remark the harmony of Nature*s plan, 
How not a passion there is given in vain. 
Row these repel, and those our wishes fan. 
And this our bliss creates, and that our pain, 
I And knowing thb aright, b everlasting gain. 
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Conclusion. 

46 

With wisdom thus^ and pleasure in thdr train, 
O, may the moments wing their silent flight. 
So shall the spring-time soon return again. 
With all its tender walks of chaste delight; 
So love the day, and joy shaH crown the night f 
So youth shall nurse no pangs for age to feel 5 
So may we hope, *mid fields of ether bright. 
The notes of joy with seraphim to peal. 
When heaven's eternal ye&r its splendors sbaU repeal. 
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ELEGY I. 



In numbers apt, and veil'd in sorrows gtiise. 
The bard has sung his well-imagin*d woe, 
Ancl bade tlie soft respbnsivie sigh arise. 
And taught the sympathetic tear to ilow. 

blest as such, if, m the laboured line, 

1 strove fictitious mis'ry to impart I 
But, ah ! no counterfeited grief is mine, 
Alas! mine are the waiUng»'^the heart. 

Supernal Jove ! how long, with tearful eyes. 
Shall thy fierce anger doom me to complain ? 
How long shall my repeated prayers arise^ 
To plead for mercy at thy throne in vain ? 
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His yoath and sorrows* 



Ah, me! few are the years that I have seen. 
Scarce twenty summers have their vigour lent; 
Yet, few and fleeting as my days have been« 
Full many a sorrow has my bosom rent. 

For I have borne the buffettings of fate, 

A wand*rer sad>^ by fortune doom*d to.feel 

The proud man*s scorn, thewofldia ungenerous bate; 

And frantic foU/s persecuting zesIL 

And should to-morrow^ see me lowly laid, 
0%r my green grave no weeping friends will bend. 
And bid the wild rose there its -beauties spread, 
And-softer bid the dews of- heav'ji< descend. 

Though I. have struck the lyre, by rapture mov*d. 
No muses round my timeless bier shall mourn; 
Though I have lov'd as never mortal lov'd. 
No tearful virgins shall embalm my urn. 



ELEGIES. 57 



Addrew to tlw higher fomtn* 



\ Powers Supreme ! why does your anger glow ? 
fay wreak'd on me the vial of your wrath } 
all my wand'ringsTound this world of woe« 
fy have I ever »tray*d from Virtue^spath ? 

• 

ive I approach*d the maid inXove's fond name, 
id soil'd her cheek with tears and murdered sleep ? 
ive I in friendship feigned a sacred flame, 
t plung*d, in ^me fond hreast, the dagger deep? 

.ve I assum*d reli^on*s outward graoe^ 
de and the souPs deformity to val? 
t wallowing in the harlot'slewd.embraoe^ 
every virtue bade a long farewell-? 

ve I to misery denied relief? 

ve I refused the plaint of woe to hear ? 

d, when my hand could not assuage their grief, ~ 

ve I refus'd the tribute of a tear? 



SB EL&&IES. 



ApMtropbe to Jove. 



Almighty Jovel why does thy vengeful ire 
Pursue nty steps, and doom me to complain? 
Why do my prayers, my sighs to heaven aspire. 
To clasp thy knees, and mercy ask in vain ? 



ELEGY 11. 



ON SOLITUDE, 



Ye woodty thick brart<^hing, that eidnde the day ! 
Oh^ can you shield me iirom misfbrtone^s dart? 
Or you^ ye slreanis^ bright as the solac tijr» 
Bestow a balm to heal a broken heart? 

O Solitude! mme of my happy youths 
To you I fly y from folly^ noise, and care^ 
In hopes a wounded ^iitt thou wilt soothe, 
A body, wasted by disease, repair. 

For thou can*st steep in slumbers, from thy store. 
The lorn, the agonizing heart of ^ti^oe ; 
And'on the cheek, pale, languid, bid once more 
The liying tints of health and beauty ^ow» 



00 ELEGIES. 



Hope a Mead to the wretclied. 



With thee^ Hope whispers^ I shall taste rdief. 
As listless laid^ by the translucent stream^ 
I find a r^iovating pause from grief. 
And all the cares that waste my sickly frame. 

She telb me, I shall health and peace yet find^ 
All as amid your green retreats I rove. 
All as I breathe the scented western wind. 
Or listen to the wild notes of the grove. 

For who the haunts of Nature can explore^ 
The shade where music melts on eveiy spray. 
The stream that never blush*d with buman gore^ 
And still be lost to peace and pleasure's sway. 

Then take me to thy haunts of blissful rest. 
And soothe my soul with light fantastic dreams. 
As thou wert wont, when oft thy charms I trac*d. 
While life was new, and bright its morning beams 



ELEGIES. 01 



Parent of ev'ry calm detight ! ere woe 
Transpieic*d my hearty and bade each comfort flee; 
£re fate thy charms compell*d me to forego. 
What joys, what raptHres, haye I prov*d ^dth thee! 

S'weet Solitude } O wilt thou deign once more 
X*o shroud me in thy sweetly lenient shaded 
Permit me in thy ear my griefs to ponr, 
And on thy bosom lay my aching head? 

Say, wilt thou teach to wander from its woe, 
Tbb pensiye heart, to sorrow long a prey ? 
As in the grove I hear sweet miuic flow^ 
As down the vale at ev'nlng hour I stray } 

Or, can*st thou condescend again to guide 
My wandering foot, where Flora's sweets exhale t 
What time the morning gilds the mountain's side 
And the mead's incense scents the vernal gale? 



«» EUIGIES. 



Tranquil Miglits. 



YeB, thou shalt av*ry gloomy thought beguile^ 
And bid thy holy calm pervade my breast | 
The dappled dawn shall see me rise and smile« 
And shadowy night bring soft oblivious rest. 

£*en noW| as o*er this vale> alik^ remote 
From proud ambition and wild war^a anspy^ 
My devious step I bend^ and, lo^t in thpught^ 
Anticipate each future scene oijoyi 

Methinks I fiwl no in(»w ai^iiction's power 
Corrode my heart, and quench its youthful &res; 
Whilst fairy £uicy plumes ber wing once rnore^ 
And flies to paint whatever fond b<^ inspire^. 

Led by their lore^ I think what j<^ 'twill be. 
As setting day illumes the village ^res; 
With Solitude to wander o*er the lea. 
And catch poetic hiots^ poetic fires ! 



ELEGIES. 6S 



Solitude a friend to innocence. 



With thee^ sweet Solitude^ the muses dwdl^ 
With thee how sweet the hours will glide along^ 
While in your shades I tune the vocal shelly 
And to thy thousand charms devote the song ! 

And many a long, long year of pleasure fled, 
How sweet, without a sigh, without a tear, 
1?o lay me down among th* unhonour*d dead, 
Whilst shepherd swains with flowers bestrew my bier. 

O then, forgive me! ye who fondly tread 
The field of fame, if here I lov'd to stray; 
Xf I preferred this walk with wild-thyme spread. 
To your ensanguined path, and brighter way. 

Nor blame me, ye who chace the phantom joy, 
-And ye who watch the turns of Fortune's wheel. 
Though early from your rounds I chose to fly, 
And calmly sought unseen through life to steal. 



ELEGY III. 

ON LEAVING A RETIREMENT IN THE 

COUNTRY, 



^^KE I was born to be the aport of fate! 
Sure some malignant planetary fire 
^H-omen'd, and with envy fiU'd, and hate, 
^hed on my natal hour its influence dire \ 

^^am I*m forc'd to leave the happy spot, 
^here, lulPd to rest by wood-notes artless, wild, 
^ prov*d the^sweets of quiet, and forgot, 
^'^ Nature's lap, I e'er was Misery's child. 

^om out with toils, with mental anguish stung» 
^ Sought a sweet retreat from all my woe^ 
And found it, where the Blackbird plies his song, 
' ^tir'd beneath yon wood-crown'd mountain's brow. 



06 ELEGIES. 



Tbe power otrtdtemeiif imrtaquitixlag the mind. 

There, smarting from the wounds nisfortune gave^ 
And glad to hail the scenes of peace and rest, 
I laid me by the fountain*s babbling wave. 
And woo*d sweet Solitudft* to calm my breast. 

There too, aH as I cxvr^d her powerfod aid. 
The goddess oft a gpracbua car iiicUa*d; • 
And, or invi^^otatiag slumbera shed. 
Or prompted Ti^ona cif cekiti^ kind. 

Ah! haunt :bek>y*d^ from^roul musldqptrt; 
But> oh! how do I mourn the stem decree, 
That, reckless of each tie that binds my heait^ 
Compels my feet to wander far from Uiee. 

' I ask not wealth>--4br wealth can ne*er efface 
From my heart's tablet joys I must resign; 
Theirs be the glittering prize^ who m its chace 
Have bray d the waves^ or sprung thedangVousttiot* 

* See tbe preceding elegy. 



ELBOIES. 91 

Indlfcrenee vtek MSMi to hmt or fortane. 



Theirs be the shiniag^ than the Yala*d Xay^ 
Who^ captivated by the durmj it wean. 
Leave, far the learch, each scene di hoise-^ek ytft 
And venture Mfe, and all tiiat life endears,. 



I ask not fame— £Dr faaie is not mf due*-* 
Ah ! why should any languish to obtain 
What cannot this frail mortal form renew. 
Nor steep in slumbers soft the heart of fNttR } 

Let such receive the unsubstantial mced> 
Who seek to find it *mid the battle's rage; 
Or those who, at the price of health, proceed 
By learning's path, and turn the studious page. 

For me, nor fickle Fortune's flow*iy way. 
Nor honour's field, where youthful heroes sweti^ 
Have power, have charms, to draw my soul astr^». 
By sage experieaoe taught to judge too well. 



06 ELEGIES. 



Raral contentment. 



Dearer to me the Httle vale of friends^ 
By yonder mountain^ sheltered from the 8tonn> 
Which nor detested vrar*s loud trumpet rends. 
Nor wintry tempests, wasting wide, deform.. 

And far more pleasing to my harassed soul^ 
The dear delight to wander vacant there. 
And your pure stream's wild wanderings to control. 
Or bid the valley*&lily look more fair.^ 

There would I ask no vassal'd crowd to pres8> 
And do me honour in the stately dome. 
Content, if simple friendship deign*d to bless. 
And health and peace endear'd my humble home; 

There would I ask no maids to grace my lyre 
With rosy garlands, breathing sweet perfume: 
For she, who ever did my bosom fire. 
In life's fair mom, was laid within the tomb. 



£LEGI£S. 69 



Love and friendship. 



Laura.was lovely— -and I loy*d the faLir 
With all the transport youthful poets feign ; 
Her voice was music to my raptured ear^ 
?er smile gave sweet delirium to my brain. 

^i:it Laura lives not — all those charms are fled, 
^-nd all my transports^ all my hopes were vain -, 
^ yonder grave I saw her early laid, 
^-Hd there I strew'd the pride of every plain. 

' ears since have o*er my head unheeded flown, 
^nd tranquilliz'd, at length, this tortur*d breast ^ 
^^t never shall, while Reason keeps her throne, 
^lot from my mind one charm the maid possest. 

^is thus^ my friends, and thee, delightful spot! 
*^Txce fatt ordains I far from you must rove ; 
^or time, nor distance, nor my luckless lot, 
^hall ever^ ever, make me cease to love* 



70 ELEGIES. 



ThctiiMb 



Tzke, then^ my list farewell, je liappy shades! 
And, oh ! maj thy blest chUdien never know 
What 'tis to lea;ve bdiind their green^wood glades. 
And bear, like me, tiie bah of eT*fy wot. 



ELEGY IV, 



TO A BLACKBIRD. 



I SN sod f sin^ beneath the UtarvM of lilSi, 
little barii daehV! by the cniel war; 
m from th* unequaU long-oontinuVl strife 
;he trnfediTig vmid remains aftr. 

it warbler ! oh how kind it is in the^ 
^*d by indulgent pity's soft control^ 
3ek my bower^ and^ with thy minstrelsy^ 
e to allay the fever of my soul ! 

liquid lay falls softly on my ear, 
l*d all wildly from the flow'ry brakes 
hough thy song be sweety soft sonneteer! 
er to pleasure*s sway my heart shall wake. 



72 ELEGIES. 



MeUncholj reflections. 



Yet how shall I reward thy anxious toil. 
Exerted thus, to soothe a wretch forlorn ? 
Sweet bird ! for thee may seasons ever smile. 
And shed their roses on JUby fav'rite thorn. 

So shall thy mdlow tones theheart enslave^ 
As soft they warble from the opening glade; 
So may thy sweet song echo o'er my grave. 
When calm I sleep within the green-wood shade. 



ELEGY V. 



WRITTEN IN SICKNESS. 



From yonder gaily-blossomed bean-flov/r bed. 

Soft blows the 4ipicy gak that wakes the morn; 
Unnumbered songsters warble in the shade^ 
And bright the honied dew-drop decks the thorn. 

The shepherd trills his ballad in the grove. 
And on the rose-bud sits the busy bee; 
Light tripping o'er the green, the virgin's move. 
And bounteous Nature smiles on all but me. 

To all but me, the «miling morning comes. 
To all but me, the gale sweet fragrance brings. 
My lonely heart would fly to silent glooms. 
And leave the beauty of a thousand springs. 



74 £LEGI£S. 



■1»~i>^^Wf 



LamenUdoB for the loi»«f healtii. 



In vain does melody transport the vale. 

In vain the lily lifts its lowly head^ 

In vain the field-fiower*s incense loads the gale,. 

And all in vain the healing dewa are shed. 

They nnse no transport in tiie mxnf^wot. 
They yield no sweets tolled his wounded hevt^ 
*Tis not the «ephyr> balmy, breathing low^ 
Tis not the limpid bcook can ease his smart 

Dearer to htm the sympathetic shades^ • 
Where gloomy melancholy t«igns atound^ 
Than all the fiow*ry meads and fairy glades^ 
That lavish Nature has widi beauty crcfwn'd. 

O health ! blest parent of the genial hour. 
Oft have I trod with thee the dews of mom; 
Oft have I sought with thee the shady bower. 
And fram'd, sweet task ! the wreath by Delia wom. 



ELEGIES. 75 



The coaaoUtioM of tbe wretched. 



But thou art fled (and, oh ! thou wert my all) 
No more I bask in thy bright ray divine. 
Or hear, within the grove, thy breezy call. 
Or pidl thy early rose, that once was mine. 

Dejected, pale, I walk the sunny glade. 
While music pours its raptures on the ear; 
While nymphs and swains fantastic measures tread, 
I sigh forlorn, and drop the frequent tear. 

Yet, why complain ? Wrapt in the peacefid tomb. 
The weaiy rest, removed from all their woes. 
There does the houseless wandVer find a home. 
And there does miseiy at last repose. 

Pillow*d in peace, and ev'ry sorrow o*er. 
There shall I drop the lamentable strain; 
There close my wakeful eyes, to weep no more^ 
And snatch a joy beyond the reach of pain. 



n- ■> 






/ ■ • 




ELEGY VL 



TO DttlA. 



BB carefiil Love has rear'd the happy bower; 

iding waters, that for ever flow, 

ith Delia at the noontide hour, 

'ove the wreath- diat waves upon her brow; 

Rage virgin smil*d'upon her swain, 
irds sungspousals in the neighbVing grove, 
?t was heard, when zephyr dropt the strain>. 
oodman*s ballad fond and full of love; 

ia's ear, I sung the scene of joy j 
lia's heart, 1 bade each object speak; 
>ld the beam of bliss in every eye, 
. the rose of health on ev*ry cheeks 



78 ELEGIES. 



Rani tights mnd rani loaiidi* 



^ And^ hark ! what raptures vib'rate down the vale^ 
What soften'd airs breathes Eolus between^ 
Where, led enamoured o'er the grassy dale. 
The happy shepherd and hm nymph are seen. 

'^ C«Bfc Delia view this scene of bliss sujureia^ 
View all but Celadon with traasport glow^ 
See every eye but his with pleasure beam? 
Andsee— herself the cause of all his woe. , 

** In that soft bosom, like the lily fair. 
Sure cruelty can never, ney^ dweU ', 
Then, why, dear kvely maid, that sccffnful air^ 
And, oh ! v(^y does thy snowy bosom swdl ? 

'* Proud beauty (oh forgive the warmth c^ love !) 
In yonder faded flower behold thy doom; 
Then, lovely Delia, let us ily, and prove 
Youth^s opening pleasures, ere they cease to bkom. 



ELEGIES. 79 



The lover's nonL 



^ But if my lovely Delia heaves the sigh 
For pomp, for honour, shadows with a name. 
Know that no joys, with virtue*s meed can vie. 
And nought so sweet, as well-won, honest fame. 

*' Then trifle not, my Delia, with thy swain; 
That insect, fluttering in the genial ray. 
How short its hour of sunshine ! then how vain 
To trifle life, precarious life, away !' 



i»« 



*' O cease, fond Celadon," my Delia cried, 
^ O cease, dear youth, this fond impassi<m*d strain!** 
And tum*d, oh heavens ! a falling tear to hide. 
Then flew like lightning o'er th* enamdl'd plain. 

Enchanting Delia! come and give relief 
To this sad heart, that only beats for thee; 
And as I pity thee for unknown grief. 
Oh pity, lovely Delia, pity me ! 



ELEGY VII. 



ON THE PARTFALITY OF FORTUNE. 



Sat^ Fortune^ say, why are thy gifU bestowed 

On proud-plum*d ignorance, and vice alone ? 
While unobtrusive merit is allowed 
To pine in want, unpity'd and unknown. 

And tell me. Fame, when Fortune's minions die. 
Why is thy voiee so Icud in venal praise? 
Why does thy clarion rend the ambient sky ? 
But mute when worth the debt of nature pays ? 

Dear to the muse> the lamentable theme 
Oft wakes her lyre to notes of woe profound. 
When sinks in twilight day's departing gleam. 
And faiiy harps within the vale resound. 

G 



82 ELEGIES. 



Hie ttory of Cleanthet. 



The tale her ssA, sad accents now disclose^ 
While sounds the lyre, obedient to her call; 
Is thine, Cleanthes, man of many woes! 
But Virtue's firm adherent, *midst them all. 

A tale of woe 1 •— *^, wieary and astray, 
A traveller urg*d hb sleps'across the heathy 
Sudden he saw the sun withdraw hit^nu|fv 
And cloud thtfirmunenttheBhaidesof deafckv 

AndiOow^ remote from every kind rettrett. 

He sees the lengthening shades of ey*mng:graw) 

And now on bis defenoeless.bosom beat 

The wnter &winds^ •urcharg'd witii ram aid snow; 

It was Cleasthe»i— he, whose polished mind. 
With eTery grace, with every virtue shone; 
Whom Honour made sincere> and Taste refia;*d. 
But, ah ! whom fortune look'd on with a frown. 



ELEGIES. 83 



AffKtioa. 



Xong did he court her, oo his native soil^ 
By honeat means, to hear his humble prayer; 
Alas! it was in vain, for not one smile 
Of fond approvance reoompenc^d his care. 

Yet 'twas not for himself he wish*d the Maid 
Would choaehis hnndble mansion for her home; 
It was to. ahidd from woe a panent's bead* 
It was to smooths his passage to the tomb. 

Where were ye then, ye fnends to modest worth } 
Ye powerful patixins of bst merit, where? 
Whose provinc^*tis to caii true genius &rth. 
And bid it smile, and fix its proper sphere. 

Dejected with youv scorn, and Fortune's frown, 
Ele left his native fields, hi| native shore, 
Elopefttl, in oealms beneath the torrid zone* 
To find the nymph, and find her coy no more. 



84 ELEGIES. 



His search for fortune is vain. 



He sought her on the bare and arid waste^ 
Sore smitten by the whirlwind's fiery wing; 
He sought her^ in the depth of woods embrac*d. 
Where the green serpent gives a deadly sting. 

For her he brav'd the mad tomadoe's irev 
For he stemm'd the stormy Indian wave^ 
But found her not — then died his youthful fire. 
And died the rose of healthy that Nature gave. 

Returning from the search, to breathe once more 
His native air, and, every danger past, 
To view each youthfiil scene that charm'd before. 
And 'mid the friends he lov*d, to breathe his last, 

The storm overtook him — in a foreign land^ 
And far from ev*ry kind protecting shed. 
What were his feelings, when he felt the hand 
Of Death press heavy on his woe-worn head ? 



ELEGIES. 85 



Rerigaation. 



Adown his languid cheek distream*d no tear, ' 
Long had they ceas*d to flow — their fount was dry; 
He breath*d no sigh — for, ah ! his fate severe 
Long since had taught him it was vain to sigh. 

Low on the heath> his care-worn frame he laid. 
And ey*d the low*ring skies with mournful gaze j 
While roar*d the bitter blast around his head, 
And thro* the gloom gleam*d oft the ligh tning*s blaze. 

And cried, " Tis past— ye elements, rage on ! 
Ye winds, still howl across the desert moor ! . 
And on a weary wanderer, woe begone. 
And lost to joy, your utmost fury pour. 

^ Beneath the sod your wrath shall never come. 
To break the slumbers that await me there ; 
And soon shall I be laid within the tomb, 
rhat sweet insensibility to share. 



to St^GlBS. 



Comforti of a vfrtaov* an ki the hour of dettlu 

lfli.'iiH'. ... , = 



** What though no psrents, hieiids/or iH'otiieri-dear 
hXkxtAy of Itfe^ the meknclioly close. 
To breathe the voice of comfort in my ear 5 
The storm shall rock me to serene fepose ! 

** What though I tnust resign thebope>idiichcfaeer*d 
This bosom* long, I yet might wander gay 
Amid those scenes by infancy endear'd^ 
Rdt^on opes fisur brighter scenes than they.<^— 

" Scenes, where nor sorrow ever comes, iRnr care. 
But pure beatitude rewards the good; 4''^ 
Where I shall cease from all my toils, and share 
Those joys that frail mortality elude. 

' Farewell, the golden dreams I long caressM, 
Farewell, my friends, a poor but wot|llJ^ few ! 
JRie tide ^ypltts M^Widiin ttryr breast, 
Tne morning stin my stiffened corse shall view.** 



ELEGIES. 67 



A meUncholy reflection. 



Hapless Cleanthes ! in thy dying hour. 
No one to whisper kinder things was near; 
And strangers, who ne'er own*d soft pit/s power, 
Consign*d thee to the dust without a tear ! 



BURLESQUE ELEGIES 



▲NO 

PARODIES. 



ELEGY, 



RITTEN AT RICHMOND UPON THAM'ES. 

Itmed by some Cats that assembled nightly under the Au- 
-'s window, and actually prevented him frmn ei^foying 
bingfUsifntt, 



[BRB angel4»rp8 with sounds of potent ffower, 
gling with Philoniela*s mournful lay, 
e oft entnmc'd the poet's silent hour, 
drawn him from lus rhimes and rags away; 

ere Love has led the (air with soft control, 
en envy and detraction were at rest, 
I pour*d the living torrent of the soul, 
I thaw'd the icy ccddaess of herhraoet; 



92 BURLESQUE ELEGIES 

He addresses the cats* 

Instead of sounds like these to soothe the ear. 
Say, is it not beyond expression galling. 
No sighs but those of love-sick cats to hear. 
No music but their damned caterwauling. 

Ye mangy lovers, that so loudly languish. 
Say, strive you thus some cold coquet to warm ? 
Or do your fierce delights approach to anguish; 
That thus the slumb-ring echoes you alarm ? 

I own> to love I am at heart no foe — 

But then such conduct, I must say, is shameless. 

Thus with your orgies to astound us so. 

As if such sports were altogether blameless. 

Away, ye libertines, ye harlots too. 

Who neither marry, nor are given in marriage! 

Away to garret vile, ye bawdy crew ! 

And mend your evil ways and wanton carriage. 



AND PARODIES. 93 

The vision* 

11 your notes no more assail my ears j 
Y sweet music steal upon the nighty 
eave the poet* s soul beyond the spheres^ 
i never dun nor catch-pole shall affright* 



'AREWELL TO THE MUSE. 



AIH)ltE8SBJ> TO A FRiEND. 



WvJLB.yet my fafeeched Boreas* wrath de^ 
N[or float a wa^^ng niia in the gale, 
[n thi» my garret^ ere my reason die^ 
Or my small credit altogether fail^ 

Wilt thou, my S— — , in thi&lttdid hoiir^ 
O'er fads wceck'd fortunes hear thy friend con^un ? 
While his tongue blames themuse s*witchiQg power^ 
And from hia beadct aiacerdy -^ows the strain. 

A kindred sympathy thy i>reast shall fill. 
Yet, haply, brooding o*er some critic's sting. 
Poets are luckless dogsl write how they wiU» 
Envy will risc^andAsoraherasrows fling. 



90 BURLESQUE ELEGIES 

The adieu to pocty. 

Why are ye silent^ brother of the trade ? 
Why given, to the devouring fiames thy lyre ? 
At critical dissection so dismay*d. 
Shall rage no more^ nor poverty inspire ? 

O, speak ! and mix thy sad compl^nts with mine, 
For well our sorrows^ well our hearts agree : 
A tasteless world my friend may sadden thine; 
A tasteless world demands a curse from me. 

Yet ere to ask a dinner^ or a coat^ 

Of that same tasteless world, the fates compel^ 

O let us sing^ in lamentable note. 

To fancy and the muse a long farewell. 

Farewell, the wild dreams, fatal to the brain. 
Visions sublime^ where reason holds no place; 
Farewell, each hope the poet forms in vain. 
Of fortune, fame, peculiar to the race. 



AND PARODIES. ^ 

DUtppointincat. 

e flowery fields of poesy, adieu ! 
ray sunny realms ! where, with supreme delight, - 
iTanders the bard, despising pomp and shew, 
iThen hacj leads him, a mbtaken wight I 

lir climes, adieu! where late I fondly stray*d, 
ed by the charmer^ Hope, o*er fairy ground ', 
iatch*d at t^e laurel leaf, my brows to shade, 
it grasp'd a thorn— with thorns 'tis compassed round. 

unewell, the ramble *roid those classic bowers! 
hat Helicon's harmonious waters lave; 
urewell, the songs of the Pierian Powers, 
nd all the visionaiy hours diey gave. 

11^ all, adieu ! from Reason's sober power 
y the wild dreams, in8pir*d through Fancy's reign $ 
(flection strips them, in ddib'rate hour, 
f all their charms, and all their splendors vain. 

H 



96 BURL£$&trB KL8GIES. 

" ' ' ' ggg-^gaaaaaa 

Substantial are the joy< that Rmmxi yiMa$ 
Calih^ a» amid the crowd we keep ouiwMf, 
Fortune, that flied afair the Muses* £Mb, 
Our home majfind^ and cheer our hmnUeira]^. 

Power of the pladd mktA, that fibeta tkom} 
From thee the raptute dear to taittm npiinjgb. 
Whether wkhin the shepherd's calm sqoiihi'^ 
Or all beneath the palaces of iting». 

O then, since we her toioe ha^e long deipis'd. 
Let us> my friend^ endeayonr 116^ to find 
The path of Common Sense, so little pria'd. 
So much neglected by the seribUing kind. 

Then, when the fit of witting verse h o*er, 
When the delusions yield to Reason's sway } 
When business our attention calls once hkM, 
And ligs depart, and hunger fiies away; 
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ITiiwi of friciiMiip and ladepcaicncc. 

With thee Iife*6 dear delights I yet may share. 
To thee my fiill heart tell its joys profuse ; 
Fortune with smiles shall dissipate my care, 
And ray soul bless the day I left the muse. 



ELEGY, 

WRITTEN AT A CHRISTMAS FEAST IN THE 

COUNTRY. 

A Parody on Gray* 9 EUgy writttn in a dmntry Ckwrth-yard, 



rTas dock procUums the wdGome dinner hdiir. 
The guests are met— -and ey'ry brow unbent. 
Swift circles round the draught of potent power. 
Inspiring mirths and banishing restraint. 

Now crowd the Christmas danties oq the sight. 
And all the room is hush*d in silence deep; 
SaTe where the plates with jarring sounds unite. 
And busy jaws a ceaseless murmur keep. 

Save that from yonder bench, with hollow groan^ 
The £uthful Tray does to himself complain 
Of those that, mindful of themselves alone. 
Allow him not a portion to obtain. 
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I 
I 



Patience under paK *illSwia|»» aatf pretent felicity. 

Around that friendly board, with plenty tipred, 
Where rise the bonefi In many a greasy heap. 
Each in his eaay chair ^upindy laid,- 
The sons of toil their annual revel keep. 

The forest moaning hollow k the galti 
The cold and cheerless wtndafurdMUisUwilllfmvj 
The headlong torrent mehiogdovn the vak| 
Compel them «ot thetr banquet tafonqgOb 

For them no &r<-fetcht kximes are apvt9d. 
Nor costty Burgundy theil* oaret beguiles j 
Yet Peace and Plenty at thetr table<4iead 
Are seen, with all their fiimily 



Oft did tiiey fast throughout ^ by-gone ytm 
Their looks confirm the truth of what I sayi 
How patiently they bore their lot severe ! 
How did they welcome thb auspicioufl day ! 



ANO PABODIBS. »» 

The poor and their plrsiorct act to be detpiwil. 
^ ■ . ■ ' s==^ 

Oh ! let not Lox*iy mock tfaeir 4iet plain^ 
Their fkywiag cann, and toasts of pretty maids ; 
Kor lk|^ Pnde behold, with proud disdain. 
The poor^ but oeat, repast, that Labour ^preids. 

Tbecnivdffhatfonns sweet saiilingnaasure>t|^ ' 
And all that ficUe 6>rtiine*s fmoun ^ni. 
Confess alike the iron sway of paioi 
The paUuiof pfsifKer are but the paths of care. 

Nor you, ye <|ch ! account it as It fiiult, 
Tbongli at their board no chosen wines are plac*^)/ 
Where the inspiring quintessence of malt, 
LuUs eveiy sorrow, every care to rest 

Can lux'xy*s sons in blooos, or vigour, vie 
With those of industry and toil severe ? 
Can creams and jellies taste Hke yonder pye; 
Or claret string the nerves like nappy beer? 
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Snppotitloai. 

Perhaps at this carousal might be found 
Some heart that oft has bled at Mis'ry*s cry; 
Hands that could hurl oppression to the ground. 
Or wipe the falling tear from Sorrow^s eye. 

But these hard times a cheerless gloom hare thrown 
0*er all their smiling prospects of delight ; 
Chill Penuiy, with heart-apalling frown. 
And hollow eye^ now stands before their s^t 

Full many a tear bedims Misfortune's eye. 
And, streaming from its source, unseen descends. 
Full many- a sad and unavailing ^gh 
Is breath'd in secret — and with ether blends. 

Some unknown Howard, that, with pity smit. 
Has oft explored Affliction's sad retreat; 
Some poor unhonour*d Nelson here may sit; 
Some Burns, that sings and struggles with his fate. 



AND PARODI&. 10ft 

Low Utth Bot wilhodt ittf 'advantafca. 

Th* applause of jolly topen to obtain^ 
At feasts to crack a bottle with Lord May Y ; 
To soonr the watch along some dirty lane. 
And rend with loud huxzas the midnight air. 

Fortune forbids.— Nor circumscribes alone 
Thdr pleasures, but their sorrows too confines f 
Forbids in private sadly to bemoan 
The gout and all the ills debauch combines : 

The treach*rous perfidy of friends to prove. 
To lose at play a fortune, madly driven; 
Or, for some loo0e-rob*d, wanton strumpef s love» 
Risk life, and all their future hopes of heav'n. 

Far from the hamlet, where their fathers grew. 
The sons have never wish'd nor sought to stray j 
Fortune their humble dwelling never knew. 
And Science there ne^er shed her piercing ray* 



r 



^IW BUHLESQUE ELEGIES 

OcHnI fudill]r. 

Yet, e'en their welcome holiday to keep, 

A smile of pleasure sparkles inlheir eyes; 
Drest in their Sunday's suits, and drinking d^ep, 
They draw the smile and pity of the 'wsc. 

Theirwanta, their woes , without d i sguise made ktUW"* 

The void, in conversation oft, supply : 

And many saving masimg are laid down, 

^..^....,^..„..„. ^ 
At tbit,,^HA.^mt^Jm»m«imMm^rt-.oi\ -.s^ 

And e«'ff. ii fl^«g > Mrt »rwinAyU..gWi . ..^ ,., ..jtT 
E'en thf^ widow wp» ber leari aw»ju 



AMD PABODBBS; MT 

The mthoff b lat»o4iiccd.^>4ii« t»U« 



Por.^h^e wbo> inindful of this festoUlaj, 
Dost try io rbyiae its ple^sur^s to rdati^ 
If chance, when Reason sball regain her fwiqr« 
Some boon corapaaioB shqoU enquire thy &tc , 

Hap^ flome nearobienring friend may aayy 
'' When all was o'er, ve saw him scour alovg^ 
Splashing through evoiy puddle u^ his way. 
In hqpes ta gw Us home e*a: morning sprang. 

'' There in yon stream, that slowly wanders down 
The silent vale, remote A*om care and strife, 
His Jistleas lei\gth at midnight Iiqut yas itbnwm^ 
And scap*d^ Jby chance^ with scarce ^ sigp of life. 

* ' Along jxm trackless heath, his dreary wayj 
&f uttVing ten thousand curses, he explor*d: 
Ngfw.«tarti]9\g^ wild with terror and di9i9ay» 
Kow dreading yet tb* unfa thpraable ford. 
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IfitahwMC It tOMtkci^—TW MlUoqay, 



" That morn we mifls'd him ope hb cottage door. 
Within the bcm, and on the bowlii^ green; 
Another fill*d his diair at dinner hour: 
Nor at the ^Kxts, or ale-hoase was he seen. 

''At nighty fiiendsandndgfabounhomewaidhonics^ 
We saw him [nnow*d on the condi of rest; 
Approach, and hear his faithful Maiy mourn. 
And nuak the throblnngs of the anxioas breast** 



THE SOLILOQUY. 



Here rests hb head, now free from care or mirths 
A man for drinking and misfortunes known; 
Cold poverty presided at his birth. 
And ever since has mark*d him for her own* 

Largewerethedraughts he quaflPd, by passion drir*''/ 
And reason's power was lost amid the flow ; 



AMD PAKODIES. 100 

PorgltrcncM* 

j^Te his lorrows to the winds of hetv'n, 
. siiatch*d a short oblivion to his woe« 

farther §eA his frailties to disclose, 
iell each little (idling of his life, 
e thejr, forgot in silence, should 
bosom of his confidant and wife. 



ILLEGITIMATE ODE 



J TEt Sttt>P 01* jltf CMMtlff BOOlrSflifR. 



J. « 



Am, books bebf*d! libyptoliM[liM)pl 

So form'd to entertain; 

Where one to eaiily mqr pop 

His noee in time of ndiu 

I feel th' immoHal Thi«e-4imei Throi . 

Inspire, whene*or i think of tlNe> 

As db(«tti 1 6it of thM to ^mlt, 

liy :gi«f gMM quill tk«y 6km lio mwtm, 

And, t«dokiit of raptor^ ekMtt 

Away my aeliM qtkitt. 
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The book-worms. 



Say, C , for tbou hast seen 

Full fXiany a critic rai^e. 

With learned phiz, thy walls widiin. 

The paths of knowledge trace; 

Who foremost now,^th aapient IooIls^ 

Delight to rummage *mong thy books? 

Who into dbputations hl\ ? 

What idle progeny succeed. 

To sit the live-long day and read. 

And still find fault with aH ? 

Whilst some,x>n information bent, 
Th^r deep researches ply. 
And, on the tomes of old intent. 
Still pore with curious eye^ 
Some, more advent*rous, seise the pen. 
And strain each nerve, and rack their bra 
And dare themselves to gain a name; 
Still as they write, they hither hie. 
To gain of strength a new supply. 
And snatch a dubious fame. 



AND PARODIES. 113 



Tbc Clitics. 



Theirs are those hopes^ by wisdom nam*d^ 

The day-dreams of the wise^ 

The wish believ'd as soon as fram*d> 

The author's paradise ! 

Theirs^ fortune in idea bright^ 

Posts^ pensions^ Captivate the sights 

And mitres^ and fat benefices 3 

Her sinecures the state allows. 

Already, too, the church bestows 

Her flocks and golden fleeces. 

Alas ! in Learning's, Nature's spite. 

They stain the spotless page^ 

No sense have they of what they write. 

Nor of reviewers rage : 

Yet see how all around them wait. 

The angry minister's of fate, 

Arm'd with the lash, with venom cramm'd. 

Ah, show them where, in ambush stand. 

To seize their prey, the murd'rous band— 

Ah tell them they'll be damn*d ! ! ! 



• ; -.1 -.J I 



THE POETS PRATER TO 
APOLLO. 

A PAJtODY OF POFS^S maVMRSAL FRAYtR. 

Fatksb of verse ! in andeat times* . / 
In modern too ador*d, 
67 all the ho9t that deal in liijmesy 
Phcebos ! the MuseB* lord I 

Thou king of \9y$, well known to fame » 
Who all my life hast made 
A life of poverty and shame^^ • ; 

The wages of our tifadel // 

Yet gave me In my garret^ kind 

Poetic dreams to s^ $ 

And, leaving Reason fiir behind^ 

Bade Fancy heav*iiward flee^ ' o 



Ii6 BURLESQUE ELEGIES 



He petitiom for » fattber knowledge of his art. 

Il l 1 1 ! j^ / ^ r ■ 1 1 ■ ,' i, ' ■ , , r I a 



Whate*er thou4|ct;at'H to my pen. 
Or warn*st me not to write, 
'' This, tieach me mot« tluui bread to ^aiii. 
That, catch the moment bright. 

> 
What dreams thou pourest bn niy sight. 

Let me not ill express ; 

For oft description mars them quite. 

Or makes their grandeur less. 

Yet let me not to thee Rehearse, 
The poet's art, or plight; 
Or think thee Grod alone of yerse. 
When thou art God of light. 

Let not this poor, unpowder'd pate. 
Presume thy rage to feel. 
And vainly* strive to mend the state. 
Or churchmen'^ sins reveal. 



( 



ANDPABOOIBS. :• U} 

SSSSISIBSi 



•^m 



His poverty and lialf«d to |toM. 



If I am rights thy pofwer in^nie . 
To charm some wealthy. maid, . 
If I am wrong, O help me Sire, . . . 
To learn some better trade! 

Save me alike from present woe^ 
And future discontent; 
At aught that critic rage may do> 
Or bailiiTs skill invent. 

Teach me to find some friendly board; 
To hide my hunger there; 
That plenty I see widely pour*d. 
That plenty let me share. 

Poor though I am, not wholly so. 
Since blest with thy regard : 
O lead me where the Muses glow. 
And prose was never heard ! 



Ili BUSmSCMTB qstSSIES 



11m oSMBg «f tlM bndf . 

" ' ■ ■ — - 



To thee^ vAmf^hescr'nlfj dulcet hys. 
Can " soothe s savi^ iiveast,'* 
One chorus kc sdl poets raises • 
Andbeanode'adcteest'd! -r 



VARIOUS. 



' r 



OBERON, 

KING OF THE FARIES» 

TO HIS LOVE. 



Wu AT time the Star of day retires, 
Vnd red the crimson cloud of Even 
?lames with hia delegated fires, 
binding the radiant brow of heaVn ! 

3 say, my true-love, will you go 

To woodland haunts, remote, with me, 

\nd trip it, on fantastic toe. 

Ml underneath the green-wood tree? 

\nd when, emerging from the deep^ 
Fhe moon's wan lustre shall be given. 
To gild each tower and dewy steep y 
A. watch-light at the gates of heay*n ! 
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A voyace to tlM late oCthc bktt. 

Say, will you join, my love so kind» . 
Our frolic train, with heart of glee. 
Sailing upon the niidmght wind. 
And trip it lightly o*er the sea. 

To isles of fifagriitiee, \irhei«'th^ ros^ 

That never diesy perfumes tiie air; — 

And the soft-fannbg zephyr bkr«(r8> 

That never 9gh*d ao sweet as there. 

Where war has never soil'd with blbod 
The living verdure of the vale> 
And winter never strips the wood> 
Nor chills the soft wi^ of the gak. 

With golden harpft, to ^adneas strung. 
Of faeys, a tuneful, airy band. 
Shall haU thee, ever fair and young, 
And welcome thee to Faixy-land. 
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The paradise of Love. 



There, whereso*er thy footsteps stra j, 
ilirough orange groves, or citron shades, 
rhe gales of Araby shall play ! 
iabaean odours scent the glades ! 

O, haste ! my fairest, haste away, 
rhe dance, the banquet, wait for thee, 
^d many a lyre and votive lay. 
And strain of choral symphony ! 



ADELINE. 



O WH 6 is flhe the woods among. 

Where yon aerial mountain's tower> 

And where the river rolls along, 

That loves to strajr and weave her bower? 

What time the son, dispensing bright. 
The purple moniing far and wide, 
fiade his proud coursers, cloath*d in light. 
Far up the' pure cerulean ride; 

Her have I mark*d, delighted, scale 
The mountain rob*d in living green. 
And heard her wild harp in the gale. 
Hers is no common harp I ween ! 
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The poetCM of Katnre. 



And when the w^a moc^*^yellow heam, 
CheckVing the wood-walks of the fak, 
Play*d in the bosom of the stream^ 
Still mark*d her fondly thig^ring there. 

Tis hers die power, with diarmAil lyre, 
When cold the bl|i9t» <^ ^nter «weep> 
To calm the det^on's moody ire^ . 
And bvfh his warriQg winds tQsleep^ . 

Her, Nfttnre^ in thy haunts detain f 
Th' enchantress bears a harp divine, 
Ajid oft shall soothe thee with its stniilt» 
The wild-wood harp df Addine ! 



THE FAIR INSANE; 

r 

OK, 

INA AT THE TOMB OF HENRY. 



Sod, that wrap, my Heory-sda^, 
O lie lightly on his breast ! 
And ye winds^ that bring decay, 
Bpare the flow'ra with which 'tis drest. 

^ that, at the close of eve. 
Fairy bands here oft may eomt ^ 
Come, and their gay circles weave. 
Bound my Ibver^s grasi^ tpinb. 

Sportive elves ! O, here repair. 
And ni join your dance, and crave 
Leave to bind your golden hair 
With the pride olf Hmafs grave. 



128 VARIOUS. 

Teadci rccelkctiMM. ^ , 

Who could with my lover vie ? 
O his eye was brighter far 
. Than the morning's orient eye, ' ' 
Than the ev*ning*s leading star. 

Form*d, with manners mild, to r^dse 
In the female breast Love*s smart; 
Form*d to melt it too with ease. 
Soon he won my virgin heart. . 

O how happy have I been. 
In the bosom of this grove. 
By the pale moon*s silver shene, 
• Often wandering with my love ! 

Now within the moonlight glade, 
Nowj e*en now^ he should appear. 
For he loves me still; though dead« 
And when Anna calls will hear. 



▼ARI0U9. 189 



Mwftllgkt 



Hark^ Fll chick the sletping jooth i 
Sure thy dreams are dreams of joy, 
Henry, sure thy bed is smooth. 
That thou hear*8t not Amia*8 voice ! 

Wake^ although thy sleep be sound. 
And though pleasant be thy dreams^ 
Wake, and see how far around^ 
Cynthia*s yelbw ractiance streams. 

Wake, and hem* the nightingale^ 
Her soft strains m sorrow steep ^ 
Whilst, in pity to her tale. 
Round her bow*r the lught winds weep. 

Does my lover linger still ? 
Still, when nmnd oar walk so £ur. 
Seraphs smite th^r lytts, and fill 
With soft melody the air ! 

K 



SB 
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The waadcfiaf s of llie<iaagiiuti<». 



And the zephyr Steals the Inreath 
Of the.ev*ning primrose fiow*r^ 
That bestrews the lovers* path^ 
And that gems the'lonrers* bowY. 

But if, pierced by Sdrrow*s dart. 
Thou hast felt thy reason Rj, 
And in bitterness of heart. 
Laid theedown, my love, to die f 

Nor has death refua'd to steep 
In the balm of peace thy breast, 
O, unbroken be thy sleep. 
And soft be thy bed of rest I 

O ! how pleasing is repose. 

To the heart that ceaseless mourns ! 

Anna too her eyes will close. 

For her brain — ^it bums !-^it bums ! 



J. 
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The end of tonrow U rttt. 



Sad she spoke, and sad she prest 
His cold turf, by sorrow driv*nj 
Alas! the mildews bath*d her breast. 
And the mourner woke in heav*n ! 



THE VILLAIN,— MAN. 

.SPOKEN BY A MOTHER TO HER ISTA.VT 

DAUGHTER. 



1 

Tht rest h mild^ my darling child^ 
Thy visions bright, thy pillow smooth. 
And sweet the smile, that plays the while. 
And dimpks nmnd thy coral mouth. 
But not so mild, my darling child^ 
Will be thy rest-^it nerer can ! 
If e'er you prove, like me, the lovt, 
And friendships of the villain,-^Man ! 

2 

Yet be thy rest, thy visions blest. 
Blest, though with grief I sigh sincere j 
Though oft these sighs for thee arise^ 
Oft mingles with thy milk a tdar. 
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Man smile* bat to. betray. 



Oh could my breast thy bed of rest 
For ever be, that I might fan 
In thine, those fires that heav*n inspires. 
And shield thee from the villain^— Man ! 



It makes me sigh^ to think that I 
Could once have 'slept as sound as thee. 
And sadly weep, to think that sleep 
Shall never more my portion be. 
To win my love thy father stit>ve. 
And veird with seeming truth his plan; 
But, ah ! betray*d, a witless mai d 
The villain ! oh the villain^ — ^Man ! 

4 

And thus with art, child of my heart! 
Will he diffuse thei)ring smile. 
And call each prayer, the gods to hear. 
And thy unpractised heart beguile. 
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The refbge of imMcence lies only In Mgjbtt 

Wait not to prove, child of my love! 
Wait not his proffered vows to scan; 
Be thine to Ay, or yaa will sigh. 
And curse, like me, the villain,—- Man! 

5 

To deserts wild, ray darling child 1 

Be thine with innocence to fly; 

And like the buds that gem the woods, 

Bloom only to the vernal sky. 

Soft lingering there, with tender care. 

Thy mother's spirit oft shall fan 

Those holy fires, that heaven inspires, 

And guard thee from the villain,— Man ! 



ADVBXVI8KMENT. 

The aflTcrting incident on which this ppem Is founded} is 
as follows: A lady of the name of Helen Irvine, or 
Bell» (for this is disputed hy the two elans)) daughMr 
of the Laird of Kirconnel in Diunfries*shire, and celc 
brated for her beauty, was beloved by two gentlemen in 
the neighbdurhood. The name of the fiivoured suitor 
was Adam Fleming of Kirkpat^ick, that of the other 
has escaped tradition» though it has been alleged that 
he was a Bell of Blacket-house. The addresses of the 
latter were, however, favoured by the friends of the 
lady, and Fleming and the fair Helen were therefore 
obliged to meet in secret, and by night, in the church- 
yard of Kirconnel, a romantic spot, surroundsd by the 
river Kirtle. During one of those private interviews, 
the jealous and despised lover suddenly appeared on 
the opposite bank of the stream, and levelled his cara- 
bine at the breast of his rival, Hf leiT^hfew herself J>e- 
fore tier lover, received in her bosom the bullet» and 
died in his arms. A desperate and mortal combat be- 
tween Fleming and the murdemr eniued, in which the 
latter was ci^t to pieces i other accounts $ay» that Fie- 
ming pursued his enemy to Spain, and slew him in the 
streets of Madrid ; and that he afterwards served with 
distinction in the Portuguese wars, from whence he re- 
turned to his native country disguised as a pilgrim, vi- 
sited the grave of his beloved Helen, and died on the ". 
spot. The grave of the lovers is yet shown in the := 
churchyard of Kirconnel, near Sprinkell. Upon the^= 

tomb-stone can still be read, " Hicjacet Adamut FU 

viing," a cross and a sword are sculptured on the stone.. 
See the Minstreht/ of the Scottish Border. 



LAMENT OF ADAM FLEMING 



won 



HELEN IRVINE. 



fli 



1 HOUGH Helen's bed is icy cM, 
And closed in death are Helen's tjCB, 
Though there no blossom'd buds unfold^ 
Their op'nlng sweete to Temal skics> 
" I wish I were where Helen lies j*' 
The holy^ the eternal calm^ ' 
Unbroke l^ tears^ unbroke by sighs^ 
Would steep my wounded heart in balm. 

For^ ah ! I tread life's thorny way, 
A pilgrim sad with weary fe&ti 
Bereft of hope, and far away. 
The angel. Peace, with aspect sweet. 
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Love ineztingiiithcble. 

■ . . I. . ■ ii ..■■ ■ i' 



Oh whither shall I turn to meet 
That rest which would each pang allay ? 
*^ To Helen in^her winding sheet," 
Methinks I hear her spirit say. 



Departed Excellence! I come. 
From fieldsof glory, where the brave 
Have t^n*d the wreath of endless bloom, 
And round my temples bade it wave> 
I come to cast it on thy grave. 
And all my soul in sighs to breathe; 
To mourn the wound that treach*ry gave. 
And sleep with thee the sleep of death. 

What though thy cheek, erewhile so red, 
Betains no more the bloom of youth ? 
What though the worm now makes its bed 
And riots on thy rosy mouth ? 
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Death incapable of destroying a rooted affection* 

1*11 think upon thy matchless truth; 
111 think too^ how thou diedst for me; 
Call on thy name in accents smooth. 
Then sleep the sleep of death with thee. 



LAURA'S GRAVE. 



Why thus tojonder gloomy Yak 
My frequent foot would sorrow 
Where oft is heard the nightly wail. 
And oft the ghoet is seen to.glide ^ 

Oh whence this tear that dims mine eye^ 
Why is my breast in gloom arrayed? 
And whence th' isvolnntary sigh 
My sadly-pensive heart betray'd? 

No more I rove where beauty strays^ 
No more the thoughts of pleasure wanai 
No more the mnd sports can pleasei 
AaifSJfkl non^oiemypifeeaAGhank 



1^ VABIOUS. 



RacDttPCtkiii of BiMt hiprtntm. 



♦ "^ 



That spordye round the May-pdie mcffty 
Xhice I cootdsnig their happj song, 
.^id blew the liUS3a«£meS£^of lore. 



Whimbfr tiie 8ti«iib i.«ai vaimmBg^h f ^^ 

Nosmyerdi^sti^ciiiliMii^^hpelrJ {< 
She sleepttiiuin^^the filtnl iiteM^ 
And sad hif^Mlfy Ifnoii 



ia^J P: 






•i<! 



Allwlf^it Ih' iftie(|tM(l'liiiee£es«I^ 
S6ft jpkkding in the olive shude, 
Th.ere does my lovdy Lttnralie^^ '' 
The wild ficywers blooming i^nnd her^tiead. 
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A tribute to the dead. 



O leave> fair maids, the flowery waste, 
O leave the fond enraptur*d grove! 
And, O ye swains, supremely hkst. 
Awhile forego the task of Love 5 

And o*er my Laura's lone abode, 
Th* unfading rose of Eden strew : 
Light be your step, and bathe the sod 
In Pity's, in Affection's dew. 



VERSES, 



WRITTM IN A GARDEN AT HAMPSTEAl^ 



And bid thf pdtt-tfee^svkade eqMiid» 

And boattt thy wttiki of ftifwt ft)i«MrB> 
Thou lovelieil hawt cff fwiyUoid! 

Where> studious, oft the muse retreats. 
And strays thy flowery tribes among. 
And twines her wreath of blooming sweets, 
And fondly pours her deathless song. 

The visitant, though fate compel 
Thy loy*d abode to leave behind. 
On thee shall bid fond fancy dwell. 
And ofl those moments call to mind; 
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m I ■■ I I n II ■ Jli' 



When frienilship bantah'd every woe 
That prey'd upon hb heart erewhUe, 
And Pleasure bade her caroU ibwv 
And beauty 8mil*d «s ttigds smile ! 

lUMur^proiidfy.mr^ tfaf wocm]!^ ' 

AndUdthyjpdaib^vd^sbadeie^i^^ Im/ 
And boast tii^wdltt€»f£rii«6tfl^^ mh 
Thoulovdisslliwiait^jycjteidl 1 ^ F 



^* *■; •'^^ T-." :*;)/ T^f .*;^.fl;>n,''M^^ AYx^t/!^ 









COLINETTE. 



Who of the daughters of the plain. 
With lovely Ck)linette could vie? 
The bloom of youth was on her cheek. 
The young Loves wanton*d in her eye. 

Enamoured of her various charms. 
The dimpPd cheek of roseate hue. 
The waving locks, and bosom bare. 
The eye voluptuous, humid, blue } 

To win her heart the shepherds strove. 
With many a vow, and many a prayer. 
And sigh'd their secret souls ^way. 
And inly nurs*d consuming care.. 
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Un coop de grille. 



At last AleziB §xw, «si4 

Alexis was as iak a hoj 

As ever caught a maideti's glance^ 

Or made her hosom throb with joj. 

He woo*d higr n^t^^ sIgM tmi teifty 
He did not sit hinrdown to fret. 
He only did a hak moM, 
And won tbelovdj 



WARRE SONGE. 

THE TAKINGS OF JUiUSALEME BY THK 
CRUSADERRES, 



Y oHNB annedde trainne, on Betkleheme's pkinne, 

O redde^ redde ys their pathe. 

The Sonne arose onne the conitict of (oeB, 

Ande hee shalle goe downe onne their wraitke. 

O ! who shalle join in the dreadfulle Une^ 
That bathe their steppes in bloode? 
Alle shalle j(Mn in the dreadfulle Ikie^ 
For the cause ys the cause of Gtodde. 

Lette the infidel bands, ovit*niimberinge the sandes^ 
Wyth their banners cloudde the skie, 
Fearre not their host, hy the Holie Ghost, 
The enemie shalle die ! 
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s: 



The triumph of the Christians. 



Ande the fowls that flie through the murkie skie> 
Shalle bee gorg*d wyth the Heathen deadde; 
Ande theCrescent shalle falle from the rampart-walle 
Ande the Redde-Crosse shalle wave yn ytts steadde. 

Thenne lift, yee brave> fearlesse^ the glaive 
Redde wyth the Curdman*s bloodde, 
Ande swearre to stande for the holie lande, 
Yourre Savior^ ande yourre Grodde. 



SONGS, 

ENGLISH AND SCOTCH. 
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SONG TO MISS 



O WILT them leav^ thf native iakv 
A motiftcr fi love^ a. mothnr'a aae, 
Maid of the roey-^dtinpUiig amilie* 
The eyte to bttgbt» and lockuB 90 fair ^ 
And fly to IndBan worlds witb roe. 
Amid those apletidki dtmoB to rove 
Beyond the rndeiy rotting 6ea> 
And bless i»e witki Iky looks of lave. 

There, Natcure spreads o'er att the pkiin. 
Her mantle of eternal green. 
And there, dy'd in ethereal grain. 
The blue liana paints the scene. 
Maid with the charms of magic power, 
O ! % with me their sweets to prove. 
And thou shalt be the fairest fiowov 
That blossoms in the Land of Lave I 



SOUR GRAPES. 



Ik yonder grove, at close of even. 
And kneeling there at Virtue*8 shrine. 
How often hast thou vow'd to heaven. 
That thou, my Mary, shouldst be mine? 
Yet hast thou all those vows bely*d. 
And scom*d *mid Nature*s walks to tarry. 
And hast become another's bride. 
My only love, my dearest Maiy ! 

But go— though fair as fair can be. 
And formed soft raptures to impart : 
That breast shall ne'er be prest by me. 
Whose tenant is the venal heart; 
Go, Mary, go, in splendour live, 
Since true love cannot make thee tarry: 
I may forego, I may forgive. 
But never shall forget thee, Mary! 



r 



LUCY'S LAMENT. 



il<RE Henry embarked on the blue waves of ooean^ 
Inflam*d by vain day-dreams of wealth and renown. 
He sunk on my breast^ that beat high with emotion. 
And said^ while he kiss'd the salt tears that roll'd down, 
*' O weep not my Lucy, although we must part. 
For we part but to meet in soft transports again. 
When the spring-time that wakes young delight in the heart. 
Shall bring thy fond Henry along in its train." 

Already the wide-wasting tempests are over. 
That blasted the year, and embroil*d the deep main. 
The spring-time returns— yet returns not my lover. 
And Lucy laments, but laments it in vain. 
O Henry, no more the cold blasts of the north 
Blow bleak from the mountains, and ravage our grove. 
But sweet*neath the hawthorn the primrose peeps forth. 
And birds in the covert are telling their love. 
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Then haste thee^ dear youth, fromyon wide waste of waters 
And fly to our vale, on the zephyr^s swift wing, 
Where Plon o*er all the gveen carpet bow acattefs 
Her earUei(b tweeta in the baeexea of apring} 
Where nothing in nature fliy heart ever cheers^ 
That thinka of my Henry, and flies from ddight: 
O swift be thy speed, to diapel my dark feara. 
As the riabgaon chacea the ahadowa of ni^t! 



SONG. 



Though *niid the festive ciftle, ptf. 
You see me move in firolk menMtil; 
Mark on ifiy ck^k, in ptttpki pUtf^ 
TheUodm of ytfutk Md^milftof j^lettslNtel 

2 
Ah! think not I sm fre^ from tSit^, 
But think hovr bard it k to cover 
With smiled; the dngwh tif desfrnf ) 
And pity an unhappy lover. 
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For, guar^Kans of ^spotbsa ikiM, 
To thei^tlic laag oftK«ig< hw 1^ 
llie rapid lig^tnti^> Tengkfid fia^me^ 
The awfi4.^iii4^Mt of b^i^i^iu 

f . . -- 
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JBhould Gallic l^imis e*er imrade. 
And recreant-like thy sons retire^ 
Then shall the graves give up their dead. 
To form for thee a wall of fire! 
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Intrepidity* 



Fear, Albion, fear no tyrants powV, 
On thee the God of hosts shall smUe; 
Thy martial spirit rouse once more. 
And guard thy highly favour'd isle^ 

For never shall a foreign foe. 
Land of the brave, thy rights invade; 
Though men should meditate the blow. 
And fiends the damned plan should aid. 



&ANG. 

Tht lockft^Moend in rhiglelai ifeek. 
An* tefii{)tiAg ripe thy elieny maa\ 
An* red fii* roisy b tby cbeck> 
An* sni^ while tiiy bo0om*6 hue. 

I lore to gaaeupon thy iaoe^ 
' An* while my throbhin* pnke beiU high, 
I think->-eic«ye the angd-raoe. 
That hymn thehr God ayoht tfaeaky* 

But when I think thou ne*er shalt be 

The solace o* my bosom's pain. 

My soul is lost in agony. 

An* madness whiris my phrenzied brain. 

To yon, ye powers, my wish is sent. 
That mak* the lovers sighs your care ! 
O hear my aft-repeated plaint, 
O hear my Maiy*s secret prayer. 



SANG. 

ADDRESSED TO A LADY. 

O LASSIE, come and live wi* me. 
And bless wi* smiles o* love the hallan, 
Whar' woodbine an* the hawthorn-tree 
G)mbine to shade yon wild-wood dwallin*; 
The river winds an wimj^es near^ 
The daisy springs its banks adomin*; 
And there the mavis warbles clear. 
At settin* day an* peep o* momin*. 

We*ll live a life o* pleasure there : 
By sunny brae or scented briery. 
The primrose path o* dalliance fair 
We*ll tread, gin ye wad be my dearie. 
And when the fadin* lines o* light 
Shall warn us hame, our steps to measure. 
The torch o* H)rmen, burning bright. 
Shall guide us to new scenes o* pleasure. 

M 



saNS. 



As Fortha 


.'s gay green banks I tread. 


Whar, sea 


tter'd hy the youthfii' spring, 


Ilk bloomii 


ig flow'ret lifts its head, 


That Ecem 


9 the saft wind's pkyfu' wing.; 


I mark the daisy drink the dew. 



Its gcJdeB'Otop tkefbwaB ipKad, 
And he«r,4tpbdrtM'to«Btber YAwe^ 
The Uv'itak'wariilinB Imtc tbedndK 

But a' dwpomp o' faireat AMvefs, 
Still buTstiii' beiBteotu on tbe-tf c^ 
That (priOg IB ^jr profiuion.piMn, 
To nqr Md heart *as J07 OB^^} 

Nor can tbete ootea thmt wildfy^Aoto, 
AndoD^ my ear aae txiHy fd!, 
Ae tnoment steal me tVae nly 'sat, 
Ae moment drive my .grief am'. 
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Incontinence. 



For he, wi* whom I aft ha*e strayed 
Along these banks sae gaily green. 
When spring wi' flowers the sod array'd^ 
An* lent enchantment to the scene. 
Has left these shaws and sunny knows. 
An* fairy fields — ^belov'd in vain !— 
Has prov'd a traitor to his vows. 
An* left me lanely to complain. 



le Hamilton's splendid collectjyoii of Scotch 8ong^« mcmh- 
panied with appropriate music. 



SANG. 

Whar* Esk its silver current leads^ 

*M ang greenwoods, gay wi* many a flower, 

I hied me aft to dewy meads. 

In happier days, an' built my bower. 

I called upon the birds to sing. 

An' nestle *mang each fragrant flower. 

While in the livery o' spring 

I rob'd my sweet sequester'd bower. 

Twas there I found, ah, happy time? 
The sweetest flower, an' sic a flo\x'er ! 
J cropt it in its virgin prime. 
To deck my sweet, my shady bower. 

But soon the blast howl'd i' the air, 
That robb'd me o' this matchless flower. 
And sorrow since, and many a care, 
Ha*e stripp'd an' wither'd a' my bower. 



'■( 



SANG- 

THE SCOTTISH EXILE. 

Lang lost to joy, which early pain 
Within my breast forbade to blossom; 
An' weel convinc*d that ne*er again 
The fugitive shall bless my bosom j 
O can you wonder, wonder sae, 
My brow, deep mark*d wi* many a furrow. 
Should aft be clouded by my wae. 
An' steepit in the dews o' Sorrow. 

Oh ! say, did e'er a virtuous love 
Enflame thy soul wi' all its charms ? 
An' did the object yielding prove ? 
An' did she bless thy raptur'd arms ? 
Or, hast thou on thy native plain 
Thy mom o' life enamour'd past, 
Wi' souls congenial to thy ain, 
An' thought the fairy scene would last -, 
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AflUcttoo* 



But felt Mi8fortane*8 hand severe 
0*ercast the dawn wi* black array^ 
Lay cald in dii3t all ye held dear^ 
An* chap9t]iee frai? thosawailka awaj^ 
O^ if sic grief thy breast ha*e tpra> 
An* thine nae hope beyond tovmonow); 
Thou wilt not wonder I sjiould raoufii], 
Whaae lot has besn w weight o* sononv 
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